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PREFACE. 


THE  Works  of  Dr.  Young  have 
been  hitherto  publifhed  in  a  manner 
very  little  to  the  reputation  of  their 
Author.  Although  they  have  been  re¬ 
printed  feveral  times;  no  one  edition  fingly 
-  (nor  even  all  of  them  together)  contains 
2  every  thing  publifhed  by  him.  Thofe 
who  wifh  to  read  many  of  his  produc¬ 
tions  have  therefore  been  obliged  to  feek 
for  them  in  detached  pamphlets  difficult 
to  obtain,  in  obfcure  mifcellanies,  or  in 
the  firft  colle&ed  editions  of  bis  Works ; 
none  of  which  are  now  eafily  to  be  pro¬ 
cured. 


Vot.  VI. 


A  few 


vi  EDITOR’S  PREFACE. 


A  few  years  before  Dr.  Young’s  death, 
a  feleCtion  of  thofe  pieces  which  he  ap¬ 
proved  mod  was  made  and  publifhed, 
under  his  own  infpeCtion,  in  four  volumes ; 
but,  although  he  had  then  arrived  at  an 
advanced  age,  the  vigour  of  his  mind 
remained  unimpaired;  and  he  afterwards 
printed  other  works,  which,  with  fome 
omitted  in  his  own  edition,  were  collected 
into  a  fifth  volume.  Thofe  five  volumes 
have  ever  fince  been  continued  to  be  fold, 
though  improperly,  as  a  compleat  and 
perfect  edition  of  this  excellent  writer’s 
Productions. 

It  is  prefumed,  the  Editor  of  the  fifth 
volume  would  not  have  given  a  partial 
felection  of  Dr.  Young’s  Works,  had  he 
known  where  to  find,  or  been  enabled  to 
procure,  the  remainder  of  them.  Every 
reafon  which  could  influence  the  Author 
to  with  that  any  of  his  pieces  fhould  be 
fuppreffed,  hath  long  fince  ceafed  to  have 
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any  weight.  Many  of  the  rejected  works 
have  been  much  enquired  after;  fome  of 
them  poifefs  great  merit ;  and  all  of  them 
derive  a  value  from  being  the  acknow¬ 
ledged  productions  of  fo  favourite  an 
Author.  The  flighted  performances  of  a 
great  ma/ter  are  always  highly  efteemed : 
and  though  the  prefent  volume  fliould  not 
be  found  entirely  equal  to  thofe  which 
have  been  heretofore  made  public,  it  mud 
be  allowed  to  contain  pieces  which  will 
not  reflect  any  difcredit  on  their  Author, 
and  without  which  no  edition  of  his  works 
can  be  confldered  as  compleat. 

Se^t.  ii,  1778. 
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LORD  LANSDOWNE*. 


WHEN  Rome,  my  Lord,  in  her  full  glory 
fhone, 

And  great  Auguftus  rul’d  the  globe  alone, 

While  fuppliant  kings,  in  all  their  pomp  and  ftate, 
Swarm’d  in  his  courts,  and  throng’d  his  paiace-gate ; 

Horace 

*  If  the  teltimonies  of  contemporary  writers  were  to  be  re¬ 
lied  on,  the  nobleman  to  whom  this  epiftle  is  addrefled  would  be 
entitled  to  the  higheft  rank,  as  an  accomplilhed  gentleman,  an 
exalted  genius,  and  an  excellent  poet.  Waller,  Dryden,  Addi- 
fon,  Pope,  Bolingbroke,  and  others,  have  borne  evidence  in  tha 
moll  ample  manner  to  his  abilities  ;  and  the  compliments  paid 
him  by  Dr.  Young  would  be  of  themfelves  fufficient  to  prove  the 
eftimation  in  which  he  was  held.  He  was  a  younger  fon  of  a 
younger  brother,  nearly  related  to  the  family  of  the  earl  of  Bath} 
was  horn  in  1667;  became  a  member  of  Trinity  College,  Cam¬ 
bridge,  at  a  very  early  period  of  life;  took  bis  degree  of  M.  A. 
there  at  the  age  of  13  years}  and  was  with  difficulty  prevented 
from  taking-up  arms,  both  at  the  time  of  Monmouth’s  rebellion, 

B  z  and 
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Horace  did  oft’  the  mighty  man  detain, 

And  footh’d  his  breail  with  no  ignoble  ftrain ; 

Now  foar’d  aloft,  now  flruck  an  humbler  fixing, 
And  taught  the  Roman  genius  how  to  fing. 

Pardon,  if  I  his  freedom  dare  purfue, 

Who  know  no  want  of  Caefar,  finding  you. 

The  Mufe’s  friend  is  pleas’d  the  Mufe  fhould  preis 
Through  circling  crouds,  and  labour  for  accefs, 
That  partial  to  his  darling  he  may  prove, 

And  fhining  throngs  for  her  approach  remove. 

To  all  the  World  indufirious  to  proclaim 
His  love  of  arts,  and  boaft  the  glorious  flame. 

and  at  the  Revolution  in  defence  of  king  James.  Having  no 
public  employment,  being  totally  unconnected  with  the  court, 
and  poflefied  of  but  a  contracted  fortune,  he  devoted  his  atten¬ 
tion  during  the  reign  of  king  William  to  literary  purfuits  and 
amufements,  the  fruits  of  which  appeared  in  his  plays  and 
poems,  chiefly  written  within  that  period.  At  the  acceflion  of 
Queen  Anne,  he  was  chofen  into  parliament,  and  fate  in  the 
Houfe  of  Commons  until  he  was  created  a  peer.  On  the  change 
of  the  miniftry,  in  the  year  1710,  he  was  appointed  Secretary  at 
War,  and  afterwards  fucceffively  Controller  and  T reafurer  of  the 
Houiehold.  His  connections  with  the  Tory  minifters  prevented 
his  being  employed  in  the  fucceeding  reigns  of  George  I.  and  II. 
in  the  former  of  which  he  fell  under  the  fufpicion  of  plotting 
againfl:  the  government,  and  was  committed  to  the  Tower,  where 
he  was  confined  17  months.  The  latter  part  of  his  life  was 
fpent  in  the  cultivation  of  levers  in  -an  honourable  retirement, 
univerfally  beloved  and  refpefted  by  all  orders  of  men.  He  died 
January  ?c,  1735,  m  the  6gch  7°'ar  of  tis  aS£-  Mr.  Walpole 
obferves,  that  “  he  imitated  Waller;  but,  as  that  poet  has  been 
“  much  excelled  fince,  a  lair.t  copy  of  a  fatnt  mailer  muft 
“  ftrike  lefa.” 


Long 


LORD  LANSDOWN'E.  £ 

Long  has  the  weftern  world  reclin’d  her  head, 
Pour’d  forth  her  fo'rrow,  and  bewail’d  her  dead,;' 
Fell  difcord  through  her  borders  fiercely  rang’d. 
And  fliook  her  nations,  and  her  monarchs  chang’d1; 
By  land  and  fea  its  utmoft  rage  employ’d ; 

Nor  heaven  repair’d  fo  fa  ft  as  men  deftroy’d. 

In  vain  kind  fummers  plenteous  fields  bellow'd, 

In  vain  the  vintage  liberally  flow’d  ; 

Alarms  from  loaden  boards  all  pleafure  chac’d. 

And  robb’d  the  rich  Burgundian  grape  of  tafte  ; 
The  fmiles  of  Nature  could  no  blelling  bring, 

The  fruitful  Autumn,  or  the  flowery  Spring; 

Time  was  diftinguifli’d  by  the  fword  and  fpear, 

Not  by  the  various  alpedls  of  the  year  ; 

The  trumpet’s  found  proclaim’d  a  milder  Iky, 

And  bloodlhed  told  us  when  the  fun  was  nigh. 

But  now  (fo  foon  is  Britain’s  blelling  feen, 

When  fuch  as  you  are  near  her  glorious  Queen  !) 
Now  peace,  though  long  repuls’d,  arrives  at  laft. 
And  bids  us  fmile  on  all  our  labours  paft  ; 

Bids  every  nation  ceafe  her  wonted  moan. 

And  every  Monarch  call  his  crown  his  own; 

To  valour  gentler  virtues  now  fucceed  ; 

No  longer  is  the  great  man  born  to  bleed  ; 
Renown’d  in  councils  brave  Argyll  *  Ihall  tell, 
Wifdom  and  prowefs  in  one  breaft  may  dwell : 

Through 

*  John  duke  of  Argyll,  hereditary  juftice  general  of  Scotland, 
and  mafter  of  the  houfehold,  was.  horn  October  10,  1678.  He 
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'Through  milder  tracks  he  foars  to  deathlefs  fame,. 
And  without  trembling  we  refound  his  name. 

No  more  the  riling  harveft  whets  the  fword. 

No  longer  waves  uncertain  of  its  lord  ; 

Who  call  the  feed,  the  golden  Iheaf  fhall  claim, 
Nor  chance  of  battle  change  the  mailer’s  name. 
Each  ftream  unllain’d  with  blood  more  fmoothly 
flows ; 

The  brighter  fun  a  fuller  day  bellows ; 

Was  defcended  from  one  of  the  moft  ancient  families  in  Scotland, 
and  his  father  and  grandfather  loft  their  lives  for  defending  the 
liberties  of  their  country.  He  was  an  inftance  of  the  extent  of 
human  abilities  being  equally  qualified  to  direfl  in  the  cabinet,  to 
execute  in  the  field,  to  harangue  in  the  fenate,  or  to  acquire  the 
refpefl  and  love  of  mankind  by  his  wit,  learning,  and  affability, 
in  the  retirement  of  a  domeftic  life.  He  was  an  early  adventurer 
in  the  public  fervice,  having,  at  the  age  of  19,  the  command  of 
a  regiment,  and  during  the  long  war  in  Flanders  diftinguilhed 
himfelf,  on  all  occaiions,  with  the  utmoft  intrepidity.  Although 
he  ferved  with  and  under  the  great  duke  of  Marlborough,  there 
appears  to  have  been  an  irreconcileable  enmity  between  them.  At 
the  time  of  the  rebellion  in  theyear  1715,  he  exerted  himfelf  in 
a  very  fpirited  manner  to  extinguilh  it ;  and  his  efforts  were 
crowned  with  fuccefs,  it  being  chiefly  owing  to  him  that  it  was 
fo  foon  quelled.  A  fpirit  of  independence  feems  to  have  been 
too  powerful  in  him,  to  permit  his  afting  under  any  minifter.  He 
was  therefore,  although  frequently  in  power,  yet  never  for  any 
length  of  time.  His  oppofition  was  always  fpirited,  and  at  the 
fame  time  decent,  never  adopting  the  extravagancies  of  the  party 
to  which  he  was  united  during  the  greater  part  of  his  life.  Ha 
■died  on  September  3,  1743. 
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All  nature  feems  to  wear  a  chearful  face,- 
And  thank  great  Anna  for  returning  peace. 

The  patient  thus,  when  on  his  bed  ofpairt 
No  longer  he  invokes  the  gods  in  vain. 

But  rifes  to  new  life;  in  every  field 
He  finds  Elyfmm,  rivers  nectar  yield  ; 

Nothing  fo  cheap  and  vulgar  but  can  pleafe. 

And  borrow  beauties  from  his  late  difeafe. 

Nor  is  it  peace  alone,  but  fuc-h  a  peace, 

As  more  than  bids  the  rage  of  battle  ceafe. 

Death  may  determine  war,  and  reft  fucceed, 

’Caufe  nought  iurvives  on  which  our  rage  may  feedj 
In  faithful  friends  we  lofe  our  glorious  foes. 

And  ftrifes  of  love  exalt  our  fweet  repofe. 

See  graceful  Boiingbroke  *  your  friend  advance, 
Nor  mifs  his  Lanfdowne  in  the  court  of  France ; 

So  well  received,  fo  welcome,  fo  at  home, 

(Blefs’d  change  of  fate!)  in  Bourbon’s  {lately  dome  y 

*  Henry  St.  John  Lord  Vifcount  Boiingbroke  then  feeretary  of 
ftate.  He  went  to  Paris  in  Auguft  1711,  in  order  to  conclude 
the  peace.  “  He  had  the  good  fortune,”  fays  Monf.  Torcy,  “  not 
“  only  to  pleafe  the  King,  but  every  body  that  came  near  his 
“  perfon.  He  feemed  to  be  no  ftranger  to  the  court  of  France, 

“  nor  they  to  him.  They  vied  with  each  other  to  lhew  him. 
“  honours  ;  and,  though  the  King’s  example  is  generally  the 
“  pattern  of  a  ftranger’s  reception,  Boiingbroke  owei  the  civ.- 
“  lities  he  received  as  much  to  his  own  perfonal  qualities,  as  to 
u  the  fentiments  which  his  majefty  exprelfed  in  his  favour.’’ 
Torcy’ s  Memoirs,  vol,  H.  p.  356. 
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The  Monarch  pleas’d  defcending  from  his  throne. 
Will  not  that  Anna  call  him  all  her  own ; 

He  claims  a  part,  and  looking  round  to  find 
Something  might  fpeak  the  fulnefs  of  his  mind, 

A  diamond  fhines,  which  oft’ had  touch’d  him  near, 
Renew’d  his  grief,  and  rokb’d  him  of  a  tear; 

Now  firft  with  joy  beheld,  well  plac’d  on  one. 

Who  makes  him  lefs  regret  his  darling  fon  ; 

So  dear  is  Anna’s  minifler,  fo  great 

Your  glorious  friend  in  his  own  private  fiate. 

To  make  our  nations  longer  two,  in  vain 
Does  nature  interpofe  the  raging  main  : 

The  Gallic  fhore  to  diflant  Britain  grows, 

For  Lewis  Thames,  the  Seine  for  Anna  flows  : 
From  conflidls  pafs’d  each  other’s  worth  we  find, 
And  thence  in  flridter  friendftiip  now  are  joined; 
Each  wound  receiv’d  now  plssds  the  Caufe  of  love, 
And  former  injuries  endearments  prove. 

What  Briton  but  mull  prize  th’  illuftrious  fword. 
That  caufe  of  fear  to  Churchill  *  could  afford  ? 
Who,  fworn  to  Bourbon’s  fceptre,  but  muff  frame 
Vaft  thoughts  of  him  that  could  brave  Tallard-j-  tame? 
Thus  generous  hatred  in  affeftion  ends, 

Andwar,  which  rais’d  the  foes,  compleats  the  friends* 

*  John  Churchill  duke  of  Marlborough. 

.-f-  Marfliall  Tallard,  who  was  taken  prifoner  by  the  duke  of 
Marlborough  at  the  battle  of  Blenheim  ;  he  was  fenr  to  England, 
with  other  officers  of  diftinftion,  and  continued  fome  time  ia 
tcnfijiement. 
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A  thoufand  happy  confequences  flow, 

(The  dazzling  profpett  makes  my  bofom  glow,) 
Commerce  lhall  lift  her  fwelling  fails,  and  roll 
Her  wealthy  fleets  fecure  from  pole  to  pole ; 

The  Britiih  merchant,  who  with  care  and  pain 
For  many  moons  fees  only  Ikies  andnnain  ; 

When  now  in  view  of  his  lov’d  native  fnore. 

The  perils  of  the  dreadful  ocean  o’er, 

Caufe  to  ifegret  his  wealth  no  more  fhall  find, 

.Nor  curfe  the  mercy  of  the  fea  and  wind ; 

By  hardeft  fate  condemn’d  to  ferve  a  foe, 

And  give  him  flrength  to  ftrike  a  deeper  blow. 
Sweet  Philomela  providently  flies 
To  diftant  woods  and  Breams,  for  fuch  fupplies. 
To  feed  her  young,  and  make  them  try  the  wing. 
And  with  their  tender  notes  attempt  to  ling  : 
Meanwhile,  the  fowler  fpreads  his  fecret  fnare, 
And  renders  vain  the  tuneful  mother’s  care. 
Britannia’s  bold  adventurer  of  late 
The. foaming  ocean  plow’d  with  equal  fate, 
Goodnefs  is  greatnefs  in  its  utraoll  height, 

And  power  a  curfe,  if  not  a  friend  to  right  •, 

To  conquer  is  to  make  diflention  ceafe, 

That  man  may  ferve  the  King  of  kings  in  peace. 
Religion  now  fhall  all  her  rays  difpence. 

And  Ihine  abroad  in  perfeft  excellence  ; 

Fife  we  may  dread  fome  greater  curfe  at  hand. 

To  fcourge  a  thoughtlefs  and  ungrateful  land  : 
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Now  war  is  weary,  and  retir’d  to  reft  ; 

The  meagre  famine,  and  the  fpotted  peft. 

Deputed  in  her  ftead,  may  blail  the  day, 

And  fweep  the  relicks  of  the  fword  away. 

When  peaceful  Numa  fill’d  the  Roman  throne, 
Jove  in  the  fulnefs  of  his  glory  fhone  ; 

Wife  Solomon,  a  ftranger  to  the  fword, 

Was  bom  to  raife  a  temple  to  the  Lord. 

Anne  too  fliall  build,  and  every  facred  pile 
Speak  peace  eternal  to  Britannia’s  ifle. 

Thofe  mighty  fouls,  whom  military  care 
Diverted  from  their  only  great  affair, 

Shall  bend  their  full  united  force,  to  blefs 
Th’ Almighty  Author  of  their  late  fuccefs. 

And  what  is  all  the  world  fubdued  to  this  ? 

The  grave  fets  bounds  to  fublunary  blil's. 

But  there  are  conquefls  to  great  Anna  known, 
Above  the  fplendpr  of  an  earthly  throne  ; 

Conquefls  !  whofe  triumph  is  too  great,  within 
The  fcanty  bounds  of  matter  to  begin  ; 

Too  glorious  to  fhine  forth,  till  it  has  run 
Beyond  this  darknefs  of  the  flars  and  fun,  J 

And  fhall  whole  ages  pall  be  ft  ill,  ftill  but  begun.  J 
Heroic  fhades !  whom  war  has  fwept  away, 

Look  down,  and  fmile  on  this  aufpicious  day  : 

Now  boaft  your  deaths ;  to  thofe  your  glory  tell. 
Who  or  at  Agincourt  or  Crefiy  fell ; 

Then  deep  into  eternity  retire, 
wOf  greater  things  than  peace  or  war  enquire  ; 

Fully 
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Fully  content,  and  unconcern’d  to  know 
What  farther  paffes  in  the  world  below. 

The  braveft  of  mankind  fliall  now  have  leave 
To  die  but  once,  nor  piece-meal  feek  the  grave  : 
On  gain  or  pleafure  bent,  we  fliall  not  meet 
Sad  melancholy  numbers  in  each  ftreet, 

(Owners  of  bones  difpers’d  on  Flandria’s  plain. 

Or  wafting  in  the  bottom  of  the  main,) 

To  turn  us  back  from  joy,  in  tender  fear, 

Left  it  an  infult  of  their  woes  appear, 

And  make  us  grudge  ourfelves  that  wealth,  their 
blood 

Perhaps  preferv’d,  who  ftarve,  or  beg  for  food. 
Devotion  {hall  run  pure,  and  difengage 
From  that  ftrange  fate  of  mixing, peace  with  rage.- 
On  heaven  without  a  fin  we  now  may  call, 

And  guiltlefs  to  our  Maker  proftrate  fall ; 

Be  Chriftians  while  we  pray  ;  nor  in  one  breath^ 
Afx  mercy  for  ourfelves,  for  others  death. 

But  O  !  I  view  with  tranfport,  arts  reftor’d, 
Which  double  ufe  to  Britain  fliall  afford ; 

Secure  her  glory  purchas’d  in  the  field, 

And  yet  for  future  peace  fweet  motives  yield  : 
While  we  contemplate  on  the  painted  wall 
The  prefling  Briton,  and  the  flying  Gaul, 

In  fuch  bright  images,  fuch  living  grace, 

As  leave  great  Raphael  but  the  fecond  place  j 
Our  cheeks  fliall  glow,  our  heaving  boi'oms  rife, 
And  martial  ardors  fparkle  in  our  eyes ; 
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Much  we  fhall  triumph  in  our  battles  paft. 

And  yet  confent  thofe  battles  prove  our  laft ; 

Left,  while  in  arms  for  brighter  fame  we  ftrive. 
We  lofe  the  means  to  keep  that  fame  alive. 

In  filent  groves  the  birds  delight  to  ling. 

Or  near  the  margin  of  a  fecret  fpring  : 

Now  all  is  calm,  fweet  mufic  lhall  improve. 

Nor  kindle  rage,  but  be  the  nurfe  of  love. 

Eut  what ’s  the  warbling  voice,  the  trembling 
firing, 

Or  breathing  canvafs,  when  the  Mufes  ling  ? 

The  Mufe,  my  Lord,  your  care  above  the  reft. 
With  riling  joy  dilates  my  partial  breaft. 

The  thunder  of  the  battle  ceas’d  to  roar, 

Ere  Greece  her  godlike  poets  taught  to  foar; 
Rome’s  dreadful  foe,  great  Hannibal,  was  dead, 
And  all  her  warlike  neighbours  round  her  bled  ; 
For  Janus  Ihut,  her  Io  Psans  rung, 

Before  an  Ovid  or  a  Virgil  fung. 

A  thoufand  various  forms  the  Mufe  may  wear 
(A  thoufand  various  forms  become  the  fair)  ; 

Eut  Ihines  in  none  with  more  majeftic  mien, 

Than  when  in  ftate  Ihe  draws  the  purple  fcene  ; 
Calls  forth  her  monarchs,  bids  her  heroes  rage, 
And  mourning  beauty  melt  the  crouded  ftage  ; 
Charms  back  pall  ages,  gives  to  Britain’s  ufe 
The  nobleft  virtues  time  did  e’er  produce  ; 

Leaves  fam’d  hiftorians’  boafted  art  behind  ; 

They  keep  the  foul  alone,  and  that ’s  confin’d, 

Bought 
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Sought-out  with  pains,  and  but  by  proxy  fpeaks; 
The  hero’s  prefence  deep  impreflion  makes  ; 

The  icenes  his  foul  and  body  re-unite, 

Furnifh  a  voice,  produce  him  to  the  fight; 

Make  our  contemporary  him  that  flood 
High  in  renown,  perhaps  before  the  Flood; 

Make  Neflor  to  this  age  advice  afford, 

And  He&or  for  our  fervice  draw  his  fword. 

More  glory  to  an  author  what  can  bring, 
Whence  nobler  fervice  to  his  country  fpring. 

Than  from  thofe  labours,  which  in  man’s  defpight 
Poffefs  him  with  a  paffion  for  the  right  ? 

With  honeft  magic  make  the  knave  inclin’d 
To  pay  devotion  to  the  virtuous  mind  ; 

Through  all  her  toils  and  dangers  bid  him  rove. 
And  with  her  wants  and  anguifh  fall  in  love  ? 

Who  hears  the  godlike  Montezuma  groan, 

And  does  not  wifh  the  glorious  pain  his  own  ? 

Lend  but  your  underftanding,  and  their  fkill 
Can  domineer  at  pleafure  o’er  your  will : 

Nor  is  the  fhort-liv’d  conqueft  quickly  paft; 

Shame,  if  not  choice,  will  hold  the  convert  fall. 

How  often  have  I  feen  the  generous  bowl 
With  pleafing  force  unlock  a  fecret  foul. 

And  fteal  a  truth,  which  every  fober  hour 
(The  profe  of  life)  had  kept  within  her  power! 
The  grape  victorious  often  has  prevail’d, 

When  gold  and  beauty,  racks  and  tortures,  fail’d: 

Yet, 
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Yet,  when  the  fpirit’s  tumult  was  allay’d, 

She  mourn’d,  perhaps,  the  fentiment  betray’d  •; 
But  mourn’d  too  late ;  nor  longer  could  denyr 
And  on  her  own  confelhon  charge  the  lye. 

Thus  they,  whom  neither  the  prevailing  love 
Of  goodnefs  here,  or  mercy  from  above, 

Or  fear  of  future  pains,  or  human  laws 
Could  render  advocates  in  Virtue’s  caufe, 

Caught  by  the  fcene,  have  unawares  refign’d 
Their  wonted  difpolition  of  the  mind  : 

By  flow  degrees  prevails  the  pleafing  tale, 

As  circling  glafl’es  on  our  fenfes  fteal; 

Till  throughly  by  the  Mufes’  banquet  warm’d, 

The  paffions  tofling,  all  the  foul  alarm’d, 

They  turn  mere  zealots  flufli’d  with  glorious  rage, 
Rife  in  their  feats,  and  fcarce  forbear  the  flage, 
Afliftance  to  wrong’d  innocence  to  bring, 

Or  turn  the  poignard  on  fome  tyrant  king. 

How  can  they  cool  to  villains  ?  how  lubfide 
To  dregs  of  vice,  from  fuch  a  godlike  pride? 

To  fpoiling  orphans  how  to-day  return, 

Who  wept  laft  night  to  fee  Monimia  *  mourn? 

In  this  gay  fchool  of  virtue  whom  fo  fit 
To  govern,  and  controul  the  world  of  wit, 

As  Talbot  -j-,Lanfdowne’s  friend,  has  Britain  known  ? 
Him  polilh’d  Italy  has  call’d  her  own: 

He  in  the  lap  of  Elegance  was  bred, 

And  trac’d  the  Mufes  to  their  fountain  head. 

■*  In  Otway’s  Orphan, 
f  Earl,  afterwards  Duke  of  Shrewfbury. 
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But  much  we  hope,  he  will  enjoy  at  home 
What ’s  nearer  ancient  than  the  modern  Rome* 

Nor  fear  I  mention  of  the  court  of  France, 

When  I  the  Britifli  genius  would  advance : 

There  too  has  Shrewibury  improv’d  his  tafte; 

Yet  ftill  we  dare  invite  him  to  our  feaft; 

For  Corneille’s  fake  I  fliall  my  thoughts  fupprefe 
Of  Oroonoko,  and  prefume  him  lefs: 

What  though  we  wrong  him?  Ifabella’s  *  woe 
Waters  thofe  bays  that  fliall  for  ever  grow. 

Our  foes  confefs,  nor  we  the  praife  refufe, 

The  drama  glories  in  the  Britifli  Mufe, 

The  French  are  delicate,  and  nicely  lead 
Of  clofe  intrigue  the  Labyrinthian  thread; 

Our  genius  more  affects  the  grand,  than  fine, 

Our  ftrength  can  make  the  great  plain  adtion  thine } 
They  raife  a  great  curiofity  indeed, 

From  his  dark  maze  to  fee  the  hero  freed; 

We  rouze  th’ Affedtions,  and  that  hero  fliow 
Gafping  beneath  fome  formidable  blow  : 

They  figh;  we  weep:  the  Gallic  doubt  and  care 
We  heighten  into  terror  and  defpair; 

Strike  home,  the  ftrongeft  pafiions  boldly  touch, 
Nor  fear  our  audience  fliould  be  pleas’d  too  much. 
What ’s  great  in  nature  we  can  greatly  draw, 

Nor  thank  for  beauties  the  dramatic  law. 

The  fate  of  Caefar  is  a  tale  too  plain 
The  fickle  Gallic  tafte  to  entertain; 

*  In  Southerne’s  tragedy  of  The  Fatal  Marriage, 

Theii 
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Their  art  would  have  perplex’d,  and  interwove 
The  golden  arras  with  gay  flowers  of  love : 

We  know  Heaven  made  him  a  far  greater  man, 
Than  any  Csefar,  in  a  human  plan, 

And  fuch  we  draw  him,  nor  are  too  confin’d. 

To  ftand  affe&ed  with  what  heaven  delign’d. 

To  claim  attention,  and  the  heart  invade, 
Shakefpeare  but  wrote  the  play  th’  Almighty  made. 
Our  neighbour’s  ftage-art  too  bare-fac’d  betrays, 
’Tis  great  Corneille  at  every  fcene  we  praife; 

On  Nature’s  furer  aid  Britannia  calls, 

None  think  of  Shakefpeare  till  the  curtain  falls; 
Then  with  a  ligh  returns  our  audience  home, 
From  Venice,  Egypt,  Perfla,  Greece,  or  Rome. 

France  yields  not  to  the  glory  of  our  lines. 

But  manly  condudt  of  our  ftrong  deflgns; 

That  oft  they  think  more  juflly  we  mud  own. 

Not  ancient  Greece  a  truer  fenfe  has  fliown  : 
Greece  thought  but  juflly,  they  think  juflly  too  ; 
We  fometimes  err  by  flriving  more  to  do. 

So  well  are  Racine’s  meaneft  perfons  taught, 

But  change  a  fentiment,  you  make  a  fault; 

Nor  dare  we  change  them  with  the  want  of  flame: 
When  we  boaft  more,  we  own  ourfelves  to  blame. 

And  yet  in  Shakefpeare  fomething  ftill  I  find. 
That  makes  me  lefs  efteem  all  human-kind; 

He  made  one  nature,  and  another  found, 

Both  in  his  page  with  mafler-flrokes  abound: 


His 
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His  witches,  fairies,  and  inchanted  ifle,. 

Bid  us  no  longer  at  our  nurfes  fmile; 

Of  loft  hiftorians  we  almoft  complain, 

Nor  think  it  the  creation  of  his  brain. 

Who  lives,  when  his  Othello ’s  in  a  trance ; 

With  his  Great  Talbot  *  too,  he  conquer’d  France/ 
Long  we  may  hope  brave  Talbot’s  blood  will  run 
In  great  defcendants,  Shakefpeare  has  but  one; 
And  him,  my  Lord,  permit  me  not  to  name, 

But  in  kind  lilence  fpare  his  rival’s  lhame : — 

Yet  I  in  vain  that  author  would  fupprefs, 

What  can’t  be  greater,  cannot  be  made  Iefs  : 

Each  reader  will  defeat  my  fruitlefs  aim, 

And  to  himfelf  great  Agamemnon  -j-  name. 

Should  Shakefpeare  rife  unblefs’d  with  Talbot’s 
fmile, 

Ev’n  Shakefpeare’s  felf  would  curfe  this  barren 
ifle: 

But  if  that  reigning  ft ar  propitious  fhine, 

And  kindly  mix  his  gentle  rays  with  thine; 

Ev’n  I,  by  far  the  meaneft  of  your  age, 

Shall  not  repent  my  paffion  for  the  ftage. 

Thus  did  the  Will-Almighty  difallow, 

No  human  force  could  pluck  the  golden  bough, 

*An  anceftor  of  the  dukeof  Shrewfbury,  who  conquered  France, 
drawn  by  Shakefpeare. 

f  A  charafter  in  lord  Lanfdowne’s  tragedy  of  Heroic  Love, 
a&ed  1698. 


Which 
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Which  left  the  tree  with  eafe  at  Jove’s  command* 
And  fpar’d  the  labour  of  the  weakeft  hand. 

Aufpicious  fate !  that  gives  me  leave  to  write 
To  you,  the  Mufes’  glory  and  delight; 

Who  know  to  read,  nor  falfe  encomiums  raife. 

And  mortify  an  Author  with  your  praife: 

Praife  wounds  a  noble  mind  when  ’tis  not  due. 

But  cenfure’s  felf  will  pleafe,  my  Lord,  from  you  z 
Faults  are  our  pride  and  gain,  when  you  defcend 
To  point  them  out,  and  teach  us  how  to  mend. 
What  though  the  great  man  fet  his  coffers  wide, 
That  cannot  gratify  the  poet’s  pride ; 

Whofe  infpiration,  if  ’tis  truly  good, 

Is  belt  rewarded,  when  belt  underflood. 

The  Mufes  write  for  glory,  not  for  gold, 

’Tis  far  beneath  their  nature  to  be  fold  : 

The  greatefl  gain  is  fcorn’d,  but  as  it  ferves- 
To  fpeak  a  fenfe  of  what  the  Mufe  deferves; 

The  Mufe,  which  from  her  Lanfdowne  fears  n9 
wrong, 

Bell  judge,  as  well  as  fubjedl,  of  her  fong. 

Should  this  great  theme  allure  me  farther  ffill. 

And  I  prefume  to  ufe  your  patience  ill, 

The  world  would  plead  my  caufe ;  and  none  but  you 
Will  take  difguft  at  what  I  now  purfue: 

Since  what  is  mean  my  Mufe  can’t  raife,  I’ll  chufe 
A  theme  that ’s  able  tc  exalt  my  Mufe. 

For  who,  not  void  of  thought,  can  Granville 
name, 

Without  a  fpark  of  his  immortal  flame  ? 


Whether 
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Whether  we  feek  the  patriot  or  the  friend, 

Let  Bolingbroke,  let  Anna  recommend: 

Whether  we  chufe  to  love  or  to  admire, 

You  melt  the  tender,  and  th’  ambitious  fire. 

Such  native  graces  without  thought  abound. 

And  fuch  familiar  glories  fpread  around, 

As  more  incline  the  ftander-by  to  raife 
His  value  for  himfelf,  than  you  to  praife. 

Thus  you  befriend  the  moft  heroic  way, 

Blefs  all,  on  none  an  obligation  lay; 

So  turn’d  by  nature’s  hand  for  all  that’s  well, 

’Tis  fcarce  a  virtue  when  you  moft  excel. 

Tho’  fweet  your  prefence,  graceful  is  your  mien. 
You  to  be  happy  want  not  to  be  feen; 

Though  priz’d  in  public,  you  can  fmile  alone, 

Nor  court  an  approbation  but  your  own: 

In  throngs,  not  confcious  of  thofe  eyes  that  gaze 
In  wonder  fix’d,  though  refolute  to  pleafe; 

You,  were  all  blind,  would  Hill  deferve  applaufe. 
The  world ’s  your  glory’s  witnefs,  not  its  caufe ; 
That  lies  beyond  the  limits  of  the  day, 

Angels  behold  it,  and  their  God  obey. 

You  take  delight  in  others  excellence, 

A  gift,  which  Nature  rarely  does  difpenfe: 

Of  all  that  breathe,  *tis  you,  perhaps,  alone 
Would  be  well  pleas’d  to  fee  yourfelf  outdone. 

You  with  not  thofe  who  fhew  your  name  refpetft. 

So  little  worth  as  might  excufe  negleft; 

Nor 
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Nor  are  in  pain  left  merit  you  fliould  know  ; 

Nor  ftiun  the  well-deferver  as  a  foe ; 

A  troublefome  acquaintance,  that  will  claim 
To  be  well  us’d,  or  dye  your  cheek  with  fhame. 

You  wifh  your  country’s  good;  that  told,,  fo  well 
Your  powers  are  known,  th’ event  I  need  not  tell- 
When  Neftor  fpoke,  none  alk’d  if  he  prevail’d; 
That  God  of  fweet  perfualion  never  fail’d  : 

And  fuch  great  fame  had  Hector’s  valour  wrought, 
Who  meant  he  conquer’d,  only  faid  he  fought. 

When  you,  my  Lord,  tofylvan  fcenes  retreat, 
No  crouds  around  for  pleafure,  or  for  ftate, 

You  are  not  caft  upon  a  ftranger-land, 

And  wander  penfive  o'er  the  barren  ftrand  ; 

Nor  are  you  by  receiv’d  example  taught. 

In  toys  to  ftiun  the  difcipline  of  thought; 

Eut,  unconfin’d  by  bounds  of-time  and  place, 

You  chufe  companions  from  all  human  race; 
Converfe  with  thofe  the  deluge  fwept  away, 

Or  thofe  whofe  midnight  is  Britannia’s  day. 

Books  not  fo  much  inform,  as  give  content 
To  thofe  ideas  your  own  thoughts  prefent ; 

Y~our  only  gain  from  turning  volumes  o’er, 

Is  finding  caufe  to  like  yourfelf  the  more: 

In  Grecian  fages  you  are  only  taught 
With  more  refpeft  to  value  your  own  thought : 
Great  Tully  grew  immortal,  while  he  drew 
Thofe  precepts  we  behold  alive  in  you : 


Your 
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Your  life  is  fo  adjufted  to  their  fchools, 
it  makes  that  hiftory  they  meant  for  rules. 

W-hat  joy,  what  pleafing  tranfport,  mull  arife 
Within  your  breaft,  and  lift  you  to  the  Ikies, 

When,  in  each  learned  page  that  you  unfold, 

You  find  fome  part  of  your  own  conduft  told? 

So  pleas’d,  and  fo  furpriz’d,  Aineas  flood, 

And  fuch  triumphant  raptures  fir’d  his  blood, 
When  far  from  Trojan  fliores  the  hero  fpy’d 
His  flory  fhining  forth  in  all  its  pride; 

Admir’d  himfelf,  and  faw  his  aftions  Hand 
The  praife  and  wonder  of  a  foreign  land. 

He  knows  not  half  his  being,  who’s  confin’d 
In  converfe,  and  refle&ion  on  mankind  : 

Your  foul,  which  underflands  her  charter  well, 
Difdains  imprifon’d  by  thofe  Ikies  to  dwell ; 

Ranges  eternity  without  the  leave 
Of  Death,  nor  waits  the  pafiage  of  the  grave. 

When  pains  eternal,  and  eternal  blifs, 

When  thefe  high  cares  your  weary  thoughts  difmifs, 
In  heavenly  numbers  you  your  foul  unbend. 

And  for  your  eafe  to  deathlefs  fame  defcend. 

Ye  kings !  would  ye  true  greatnefs  underhand, 
Read  Seneca  grown  rich  in  Granville’s  hand  *. 

Behold  the  glories  of  your  life  compleat ! 

Still  at  a  flow,  and  permanently  great; 

-New  moments  filed  new  pleafures  as  they  fly, 

And  yet  your  greatefl  is,  that  you  mull  die. 

See  his  Lordlhip’s  tragedy,  intituled  Heroic  Love. 

Thu* 
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Thus  Anna  faw,  and  rais’d  you  to  the  feat 
Of  honour,  and  confefs’d  her  fervant  great; 
Confefs’d,  not  made  him  fuch;  for  faithful  Fame 
Her  trumpet  fwell’d  long  fince  with  Granville’s 
name. 

Though  you  in  modefty  the  title  wear, 

Your  name  fliall  be  the  title  of  your  heir; 

Farther  than  ermin  make  his  glory  known. 

And  call:  in  Ihades  the  favour  of  a  throne. 

From  thrones  the  beam  of  high  diftin&ion  fprings; 
The  foul’s  endowments  from  the  King  of  kings. 

Lo  one  great  day  calls  forth  ten  mighty  peers ! 
Produce  ten  Granvilles  in  five  thoufand  years ; 
Anna,  be  thou  content  to  fix  the  fate 
Of  various  kingdoms,  -  and  controul  the  great. 

But  O !  to  bid  thy  Granville  brighter  fhine ! 

To  him  that  great  prerogative  relign, 

Who  the  fun’s  height  can  raife  at  pleafure  higher. 
His  lamp  illumine,  fet  his  flames  on  fire. 

Yet  flill  one  blii's,  one  glory  I  forbear, 

A  darling  friend  whom  near  your  heart  you  wear  ; 
That  lovely  youth,  my  Lord,  whom  you  mud  blame, 
That  I  grow  thus  familiar  with  your  name. 

He’s  friendly,  open,  in  his  conduct  nice, 

Nor  ferve  thefe  virtues  to  atone  for  vice : 

Vice  he  ha3  none,  or  fuch  as  none  wifli  lefs, 

But  friends  indeed,  good-nature  in  excefs. 

You  cannot  boafl:  the  merit  of  a  choice, 

In  making  him  your  own,  ’twas  nature’s  voice. 

Which 
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Which  call’d  too  loud  by  man  to  be  withftood, 
Pleading  a  tye  far  nearer  than  of  blood; 

Similitude  of  manners,  fuch  a  mind, 

As  makes  you  lefs  the  wonder  of  mankind. 

Such  eafe  his  common  converfe  recommends. 

As  he  ne’er  felt  a  paffion,  but  his  Friend’s; 

Yet  fix’d  his  principles,  beyond  the  force 
Of  all  beneath  the  fun,  to  bend  his  courfe  *. 

Thus  the  tall  cedar,  beautiful  and  fair, 

Flatters  the  motions  of  the  wanton  air: 

Salutes  each  palling  breeze  with  head  reclin’d; 

The  pliant  branches  dance  in  every  wind: 

But  fix’d,  the  Item  her  upright  Hate  maintains, 

And  all  the  fury  of  the  North  difdains. 

How  are  you  blefs’d  in  fuch  a  matchlefs  friend ! 
Alas!  with  me  the  joys  of  friendfhip  end. 

O  Harrifon!  I  mull,  I  will  complain; 

Tears  footh  the  foul’s  diltrefs,  though  fned  in  vain; 
Did!!  thou  return,  and  blefs  thy  native  fhore 
With  welcome  peace,  and  is  my  friend  no  more?—* 
Thy  talk  was  early  done,  and  I  mull  own 
Death  kind  to  thee,  but,  ah!  to  thee  alone. 

But  ’tis  in  me  a  vanity  to  mourn, 

The  forrow's  of  the  great  thy  tomb  adorn; 
Strafford  and  Bolingbroke  the  lofs  perceive, 

They  grieve,  and  make  thee  envy’d  in  thy  grave. 

*  Bevil  Granville,  his  lordihip's  nephew,  who  entered  into  holy 
orders.  An  excellent  letter  from  lord  Lanfdowne  to  this  gen¬ 
tleman  is  printed  in  the  works  of  the  former,  vol.  II.  p.  *83. 

With. 
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With  aching  heart,  and  a  foreboding  mind, 

I  night  to  day  in  painful  journey  join’d, 

When  firft  inform’d  of  his  approaching  fate; 

But  reach’d  the  partner  of  my  foul  too  late. 

5Twas  paft,  his  cheek  was  cold,  tha :  tuneful  tongue, 
Which  Ills  charm’d  with  its  melodious  fong, 

Now  languish'd,  wanted  ftrength  to  fpeak  his  pain, 
Scarce  rais’d  a  feeble  groan,  and  funk  again  : 

Each  art  of  life,  in  which  he  bore  a  part, 

Shot  like  an  arrow  through  my  bleeding  heart. 

To  what  ferv’d  all  his  promis’d  wealth  and  power, 
But  more  to  load  that  moil  unhappy  hour? 

Yet  Sill  prevail’d  the  greatnefs  of  his  mind; 
That,  not  in  health,  or  life  itfelf  confin’d, 

Felt  through  his  mortal  pangs  Britannia’s  peace, 
Mounted  to  joy,  and  lmil’d  in  death’s  embrace. 

His  Spirit  now  juft  ready  to  refign, 

No  longer  now  his  own,  no  longer  mine. 

He  graips  my  hand,  his  Swimming  eye-balls  roll, 
My  hand  he  grafps,  and  enters  in  my  foul ; 

Then  with  a  groan - Support  me,  O!  beware 

Of  holding  worth,  however  great,  too  dear  ! 

Pardon,  my  Lord,  the  privilege  of  grief, 

That  in  untimely  freedom  feeks  relief; 

To  better  fate  your  love  I  recommend, 

O  !  may  you  never  lofe  fo  dear  a  friend*  ! 

May 

-*  The  aur^or  here  bewails  that  moft  ingenious  gentleman, 
Mr.  William  Hcrrifon,  Fellow  of  New-College,  Oson.  Yovnc. 
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May  nothing  interrupt  your  happy  hours ! 

Enjoy  the  bleflings  peace  on  Europe  fhowers : 

Nor  yet  difdain  thofe  bleflings  to  adorn  ; 

To  make  the  Mufe  immortal,  you  was  born. 

Sing;  and  in  lateft  time,  when  ftory ’s  dark, 

This  period  your  furviving  fame  fliall  mark ; 

Save  from  the  gulph  of  years  this  glorious  age, 
And  thus  illuflrate  their  hiflorian’s  page. 

The  crown  of  Spain  in  doubtful  balance  hung, 
And  Anna  Britain  fway’d,  when  Granville  fung: 
That  noted  year  Europa  flieath’d  her  fword, 

When  this  great  Man  was  firft  faluted  Lord. 


Mr.  Harrifon  was  author  of  a  Poem,  intituled,  “  Woodftock,’* 
inferred  in  Dodfley’s  Collection  of  Poems.  He  was  a  young  man 
patronized  by  Dean  Swift,  who  procured  for  him  the  poft  of  Se¬ 
cretary  to  the  embaffy  of  Utrecht.  On  the  Tatler  being  difcon- 
tinued  by  Sir  Richard  Steele,  this  gentleman,  affifted  by  Swift, 
Bolingbroke,  Henley,  King,  and  others,  vefumed  the  work;  and 
continued  it,  until  fifty-two  numbers  were  published,  which 
have  fince  been  collefted  into  a  fifth  volume.  He  died  on  the 
14th  day  of  February,  17x2-13,  almoft  immediately  on  his  re¬ 
turn  to  England,  lamented  by  Dean  Swift  in  fuch  a  manner,  as 
will  fufficiently  prove  that  want  of  feeling  (which  he  has  heen 
charged  with)  conftituted  no  part  of  that  author’s  real  charac¬ 
ter.  See  the  Supplement  to  Swift’s  Works. 
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IMPERIUM  PELAGI. 

A 

NAVAL  LYRICK 


WRITTEN  IN  IMITATION  OF 

P  I  N  D  A  R’S  SPIRIT. 

Occafioned  by  His  Majesty’s  Return,  Sept.  10, 
1729,  and  the  fucceeding  Peace  *. 

li  Monte  decurrens  velut  amnis,  imbres 
**  Quem  fuper  notas  aluere  ripas, 

“  Fervet,  immenfufque  ruit  profundo. 

PlND. 

“  Concines  laetofque  dies,  &  urbis 
“  Publicum  ludum,  fuper  impetrato 
44  Fortis  Augusti  reditu.” 

Holt, 


*  Commonly  called  u  The  Treaty  of  Seville,”  concluded  Dec. 
9,  1729,  between  the  Crowns  of  Great  Britain,  France,  Spain, 
and  The  United  Provinces. 
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PREFACE. 


Pindaric  carries  si  formidable  found;  but  there 


is  nothing  formidable  in  the  true  nature  of  it ; 
of  which  (with  utmoft  fubmifiion)  I  conceive  the 
critics  have  hitherto  entertained  a  falfe  idea.  Pindar 
is  as  natural  as  Anacreon,  though  not  fo  familiar. 
As  a  fixt  flar  is  as  much  in  the  bounds  of  nature, 
as  a  flower  of  the  field,  though  lefs  obvious,  and  of 
greater  dignity.  This  is  not  the  received  notion 
of  Pindar ;  I  fliall  therefore  foon  fupport  at  large 
fhat  hint  which  is  now  given. 

Trade  is  a  very  noble  fubjedt  in  itfelf ;  more  pro¬ 
per  than  any  for  an  Englilhman ;  and  particularly 
feafonable  at  this  jundture. 

We  have  more  fpecimens  of  good  writing  in 
every  Province,  than  in  the  fublime ;  our  two  famous 
Epic  Poems  excepted.  I  was  willing  to  make  an 
attempt  where  I  had  fewefl:  rivals. 

If,  on  reading  this  Ode,  any  man  has  a  fuller 
idea  of  the  real  intereft,  or  pojjible  glory,  of  his 
country,  than  before  ;  or  a  ftronger  imprejjion  from 
it,  or  a  warmer  concern  for  it ;  I  give  up  to  the  critic 
any  farther  reputation. 

We  have  many  copies  and  tranfations  that  pafs 
for  originals.  This  Ode  I  humbly  conceive  is  an 
original,  though  it  profefles  imitation.  No  man 


can 
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can  be  like  Pindar,  by  imitating  any  of  hie  parti¬ 
cular  works ;  any  more  than  like  Raphael,  by 
copying  the  cartoons.  The  genius  and  fpirit  of 
fuch  great  men  muft  be  colle&ed  from  the  whole ; 
and,  when  thus  we  are  pofiefled  of  it,  %ve  muft  exert 
its  energy  in  fubjefis  and  dejigns  of  our  own.  No¬ 
thing  is  fo  ui.pindarical  as  following  Pindar  on  the 
foot.  Pindar  is  an  original ;  apd  he  muft  be  fo  too, 
who  would  be  like  Pindar  in  that  which  is  his 
greateft  praife.  Nothing  fo  unlike  as  a  clofe  copy , 
and  a  noble  original. 

As  for  length ,  Pindar  has  an  unbroken  Ode  of  fix 
hundred  lines.  Nothing  is  long  or  fiiort  in  writing, 
but  relatively  to  the  demand  of  the  fubjedt,  and 
the  manner  of  treating  it.  A  dijlich  may  be  long , 
and  a  folio  Jhort.  However,  I  have  broken  this 
Ode  into  Strains,  each  of  w'hich  may  be  confidered 
as  a  feparate  Ode  if  you  pleafe.  And,  if  the  variety 
and  fullnefs  of  matter  be  confidered,  I  am  rather 
apprehenfive  of  danger  from  brevity  in  this  Ode, 
than  from  length.  But  lank  waiting  is  what  I 
think  ought  moil  to  be  declined,  if  for  nothing 
elfe,  for  our  plenty  of  it. 

The  Ode  is  the  moft  fpirited  kind  of  poetry,  and 
the  Pindaric  is  the  moft  fpirited  kipd  of  Ode ;  this 
I  fpeak  at  my  own  very  great  peril:  but  truth  has 
an  eternal  title  to  our  confeffion,  though  we  are 
fure  to  fuffer  by  it. 


THE 
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THE  MERCHANT. 

ODE  THE  FIRST. 

ON  THE  BRITISH  TRADE  AND  NAVIGATION. 
TO  HIS  GRACE  THE  DUKE  OF  CHANDOS. 
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PRELUDE. 


The  Proportion .  An  Addrefs  to  the  veflel  that 
brought  over  the  King.  Who  fhould  ling  on  this 
occalion.  A  Pindaric  boaft. 


I. 


FAST  by  the  furge  my  limbs  are  fpread ; 
The  naval  oak  nods  o’er  my  head ; 

The  winds  are  loud ;  the  waves  tumultuous  roll : 
Ye  winds !  indulge  your  rage  no  more; 

Ye  founding  billows!  ceafe  to  roar; 

The  God  defcends ;  and  tranfports  warm  my  foul. 
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II. 

The  waves  are  hufh’d ;  the  winds  areTpent  !— = 
This  kingdom,  from  the  kingdoms  rent^ 

I  celebrate  in  fong— Fam’d  Ifle !  ,no  lefs. 

By  Nature’s  favour,  from  mankind, 

Than. by  the  foamingy£«,  disjoin’d; 

./llone  in  blifs!  an  ijle ,  in  happinefs! 

III. 

Though  Fate  and  Time  have  damp’d  my  ftrains, 
Though  youth  no  longer  fires  my  veins, 
Though  flow  their  ftrearhs  in  this  cold  climate  run; 
The  royal  eye  difpels  my  cares, 

Recals  the  warmth  of  blooming  years, 
Returning  George  fupplies  the  diflant  fun. 

IV. 

Away,  my  foul!  falute  the  *Tine, 

That  glads  the  heart  of  Caroline, 

Its  grand  depoiit  faithful  to  rellore ; 

Salute  the  bark  that  ne’er  lhall  hold 
So  rich  a  freight  in  gems  or  gold, 

And  loaded  from  both  Indies  would  be  poor. 

V. 

My  foul !  to  thee  Jhe  fpreads  her  fails  j 
Their  bofoms  fill  with  facred  gales, 

With  infpiration  from  the  godhead  warm ; 

Now  bound  for  an  eternal  clime, 

O  fend  her  down  the  tide  of  Time, 

Snatch’d  from  oblivion,  and  fecure  from  Jlorm . 

VI.  Or 

*  The  vtiTel  that  brought  over  the  King. 
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YI. 

Or  teach  this  flag,  like  that  to  foar. 

Which  Gods  of  old  and  Heroes  bore; 

Bid  her  a  Britifli  conftellation  rife — 

The  fea  Ihe  fcorns ;  and,  ksw,  fliall  bound' 
On  lofty  billows  of  fweet  found, 

I  am  her  pilot,  and  her  port  the  /kies  1 

VII. 

Dare  you  to  flng,  ye  tinkling  train? 

Silence,  ye  wretched !  ye  prophane ! 

Who  Ihackle  profe ,  and  boafl:  of  abfcnt  Gods ; 

Who  murder  thought,  and  numbers  maim* 
Who  write  Pindarics  cold  and  lame,. 

-  And  labour  ftiff  Anacreontic  Odes. 

VIII. 

Ye  lawful  Sons  of  Genius,  rife  !: 

Of  genuine  title  to  the  ikies ; 

Ye  founts  of  Learning!  and  ye  mints  of  Fame? 
You,  who  file  off  the  mortal  part 
Of  glowing  thought,  with  Attick  art, 

And  drink  pure  fong  from  Cam’s  or  Ills’  ftream,. 

‘  IX. 

I  glow,  I  burn  !  the  numbers  pure* 
High-flavour’d,  delicate,  mature, 

Spontaneous  firearm  from  my  unlabour’d  breaft  £ 
As,  when  full-ripen’d  teems  the  vine. 

The  generous  burfts  of  willing  wine 
Diftil  neftareous  from  the  grape  unpref ». 
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THE  ARGUMENT. 

How  the  King  attended.  A  profpedl  of  happinefs, 
Indujlry.  Afurprizing  inftance  of  it  in  Old  Rome. 
The  mifchief  of  Jloth.  What  happinefs  is.  Sloth 
its  greatefl  enemy.  Trade  natural  to  Britain. 
Trade  invoked.  Dcfcribed.  What  the  greatefl: 
human  excellence.  The  praife  of  wealth.  Its 
■ufe,  abufe ,  end.  The  variety  of  nature.  The 
final  moral  caufe  of  it.  The  benefit  of  man’s 
necejjities.  Britain’s  naval  ftores.  She  makes  all 
. "Nature  ferviceable  to  her  ends.  Of  reafon.  Its 
excellence.  How  we  fhould  form  our  ejlimate  of 
things.  Reafon’s  difficult  talk.  Why  the  firft 
glory  her’s.  Her  effects  in  Old  Britain. 

I. 

“OUR  Monarch  comes !  nor  comes  alone  1” 
What  fhining  forms  furround  his  throne, 

O  Sun!  as  planets  thee! — To  my  loud  ftrain 
See  Peace,  by  Wifdom  led,  advance; 

The  Grace,  the  Mufe,  the  Seafon,  dance ; 
And  Plenty  fpreads  behind  her  flowing  train  ! 

II. 

“  Our  Monarch  comes !  nor  comes  alone  !** 
Hew  glories  kindle  round  his  throne. 

The  vifions  rue!  I  triumph  as  I  gaze  : 

By  Pindar  led,  I  turn’d  of  late 
The  volume  dark,  the  folds  of  Fate, 

And,  now,  am  prefent  to  th future  blaze. 
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III. 

By  George  and  Jove  it  is  decreed, 

The  mighty  months  in  pomp  proceed. 

Fair  daughters  of  the  fun  ! — O  thou  divine, 

Bleft  Induftry!  a  fmiling  earth 
From  thee  alone  derives  its  birth: 

By.  thee  the  ploughfliare  and  its  matter  thine. 

IV. 

From  thee,  maft ,  cable,  anchor ,  oar. 

From  thee  the  cannon  and  his  roar ; 

On  oaks  nurtt,  rear’d  by  thee,  wealth,  empire,  grows  j 
O  golden  Fruit!  oak  well  might  prove 
The  facred  tree,  the  tree  of  Jove ; 

All  Jove  can  give,  the  naval  oak  beftows. 

V. 

What  cannot  Induftry  compleat  ? 

When  Punick  war  firft  flam’d,  the  great, 

Bold,  aftive,  ardent,  Roman  fathers  meet : 

“  Fell  all  your  groves,”  a  Flamen  cries; 

As  foon  they  fall ;  as  foon  they  rife; 

One  moon,  a  forejl ;  and  the  next,  a  fleet*. 

VI. 

Is  Jloth  indulgence?  ’Tis  a  toil; 

Enervates  manr  and  damns  the  foil;; 

Defeats  creation,  plunges  in  diftrefs. 

Cankers  our  being,  all  devours. 

A  full  exertion  of  our  powers !: 

Whence,  and  thence  only,  glows  our  happinefs. 

C  6  .  VII.  The. 


3S  THE  MERCHANT, 

VII. 

The  ftream  may  ftagnate,  yet  be  clear. 

The  fun  fufpend  his  fwift  career, 

Yet  healthy  Nature  feel  her  wonted  forcey 
Ere  man,  his  active  fprings  relign’d. 

Can  ruft  in  body  and  in  mind, 

Yet  tafte  of  blifs,  of  which  he  choaks  the  fource. 

VIII. 

Where,  Induflry  1  thy  daughter  fair? 

Recal  her  to  her  native  air; 
^r^wasTradeborn,  here  bred,  here  flourifh’d  longj 
And  ever  fhall  fhe  flourifh  here : 

What  though  fhe  languilh’d?  ’twas  buty^r; 
She’s  found  of  heart ;  her  conftitution  ftrong. 

IX. 

Wake,  fling  heF  up.  Trade!  lean  no  more 
On  thy  flxt  anchor ;  pufh  from  fhore, 

Earth  lies  before  thee,  every  climate  court. 

And,  fee,  fhe ’s  rous’d,  abfoly’d  from  fears, 
Ker  brow,  ip  clcudlefs  azure,  rears, 

Spreads  all  hef  fail,  and  opens  every  port. 

X. 

See,  cherifh’d  by  her  lifter,  Peaee, 

She  levies  gain  on  every  place, 

Religion,  habit,  cuftpm,  tongue,  and  name! 
Agtiin,  file  travels  with  the  fun, 

Again,  Are  draws  a  golden  zone 
Round  earth  and  main ;  bright  zone  of  wealth  and 
fame ! 
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XI. 

Ten  thoufand  aftire  hands,  that  hung 
In  fliameful  ftoth  with  nerves  unftrung,, 

The  nation’s  langu-id  load,  defy  the  florins. 

The  fheets  unfurl,  and  anchors  weigh. 

The  long-moor’d  veffel  wing  to  fea. 

Worlds,  worlds  falute,  and  peopled  ocean  fwarmsv 

XII. 

His  fons,  Po,  Ganges,  Danube,  Nile, 

Their  fedgy  foreheads  lift,  and  fmile 
Their  urns  inverted  prodigally  pour 

Streams,  charg’d  with  wealth,  and  vow  to  bujr 
Britannia  for  their  great  ally. 

With  climes  paid  down ;  what  can  the  gods  do  more? 

XIII. 

Cold  Ruffia  coftly  furs  from  far. 

Hot  China  fends  her  painted  jar, 

France  generous  wines  to  crown  it,  Arab  fweet 
With  gales  of  irrcenfe  fwells  our  fails. 

Nor  diflant  Ind  our  merchant  fails. 

Her  richeft  ore  the  hallaji  of  our  fleet. 

■XIV. 

Luxuriant  ifle  !  what  tide  that  flows, 

Or  ftream  that  glides,  or  wind  that  blows', 

Or  genial  fun  that  fhines,  or  fhower  that  pours, 

But  flows,  glides,  breathes,  (bines, pours  for  thee? 
How  every  heart  dilates  to  fee 
Each  land’s  each  feafon  blending  on  thy  lliores ! 

XV.  All 


s 


THE  MERCHANT,  . 

XV. 

All  thefe  one  Britilh  harveft  make ! 

The  fervant  Ocean  for  thy  fake 
Both  finks  and  fwells :  his  arms  thy  bofom  wrap^ 
And  fondly  give,  in  boundlefs  dower, 

To  mighty  George’s  growing  power,. 

The  wafted  world  into  thy  loaded  lap. 

XVI. 

Commerce  brings  riches,  riches  crown: 

Fair  Virtue  with  the  firfl:  renown  : 

A  large  revenue ,  and  a  large  expence , 

When  hearts  for  others’  welfare  glow,. 

And  fpend  as  free  as  gods  beftcw, 

Gives  the  full  bloom  to  mortal  excellence- 

XVII. . 

Glow  then,  my  breaft!  abound ,  my  ftorel 
This,  and  this  boldly,  I  implore, 

Their  want  and  apathy  let  Stoicks  boail : 

PaJJions  and  riches ,  good  or  ill. 

As  us’d  by  man,  demand  our  Ikill  ; 

All  bleflings  wound  us,  when  difcretion ’s  loll, 
XVIII. 

Wealth ,  in  the  virtuous  and  the  wifey 
*Tis  vice  and  folly  to  defpife  : 

Let  thofe  in  praife  of  poverty  refine, 

Whole  heads  or  hearts  pervert  its  ufe. 

The  narrow -foul'd,  or  the  prof  ufe ; 

The  truly -great  find  morals  in  the  mine ; 

XIX.  Happy 
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Happy  the  man  !  who,  large  of  heart, 

Has  learnt  the  rare,  illuftrious  art 
Of  being  rich  :  ftores  Jlarve  us,  or  they  cloy ; 

From  gold,  if  more  than  chemic  Ikill 
Extract  not  what  is  brighter  ftill : 

’Tis  hard  to  gain ,  much  harder  to  enjoy . 

XX. 

Plenty's  a  means ,  and  joy  her  end : 

Exalted  minds  their  joys  extend  : 

A  Chandos  Ihines,  when  others’ joys  are  done;. 

As  lofty  turrets,  by  their  height. 

When  humbler  fcenes  refign  their  light. 

Retain  the  rays  of  the  declining  fun. 

XXI. 

Pregnant  with  bleflings,  Britain  !  fwear 
No  fordid  Ion  of  thine  fliall  dare 
Offend  the  Donor  of  thy  wealth  and  peace  j 
Who  now  his  whole  creation  drains- 
To  pour  into  thy  tumid  veins 
That  blood  of  nations !  Commerce  and  Increafe. 

XXII. 

How  various  Nature  !  turgid  grain 
Here  nodding  floats  the  golden  plain  ; 
fhere ,  worms  weave  filkenwebs ;  here ,  glowing  vine! 
Lay  forth  their  purple  to  the  fun 
Beneath  the  foil,  there  harvefts  run, 

And  kings’  revenues  ripen  in  the  mines. 
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What ’s  various  Nature  ?  Art  divine 
Man’s  foul  to  foften  and  refine  ; 

Heaven  different  growths  to  different  lands  imparts. 
That  all  may  Hand  in  need  of  all, 

And  intereji  draw  around  the  ball 
A  net  to  catch  and  join  all  human  hearts. 

XXIV. 

Thus  has  the  great  Creator’s  pen 
His  law  fupreme ,  to  mortal  men,. 

In  their  neceffties  diftknftly  writ : 

Ev’n  appetite  fupplies  the  place 
Of  abfent  virtue,  abfent  grace, 

And  human  want  performs  for  human  wit, 

XXV. 

Vaft  naval  enfigns  ftrow’d  around 
The  wonderin g  foreigner  confound  ! 

How  ftands  the  deep-aw’d  continent  aghaft, 

As  her  proud  fceptcr'd  fons  furvey, 

At  every  port,  on  every  quay, 

Huge  mountains  rife,  of  cable,  anchor,  mail  ? 

XXVI. 

Th’  unwieldy  tun  !  the  ponderous  bale  !— 
Each  prince  his  own  clime  fet  to  fale 
Sees  here ,  by  fubjefts  of  a  Britiih  king 

How  earth 's  abridg’d  !  all  nations  range 
A  narrow  fpot,  our  throng’d  Exchange ! 

And  fend  the  lireams  of  plenty  from  their  fpring. 

XXVII.  Nor 
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Nor, earth  alone,  all  Nature  bends 
In  aid  to  Britain ’s  glorious  ends : 

Toils  fhe.in  trade  ?  or  bleeds  in  honeft  wars  ? 
Her  keel  each  yielding  fea  enthrals, 

Each  willing  wind  her  canvafs  calls. 

Her  pilot  into  fervice  lifts  the  ftars. 

XXVIII. 

In  fize  confin’d,  and  humbly  made, 

What  though  we  creep  beneath  the  fhade. 
And  feem  as  emmets  on  this  point,  the  ball  i 
Heaven  lighted-up  the  human  foul, 
Heaven  bid  its  rays  tranfpierce  the  whole, 
And,  giving  .godlike  Rcafon ,  gave  us  All, 

XXIX. 

Thou  golden  chain  ’twixt  God  and  men, 
Bleft  Reafon !  guide  my  life  and  pen ; 

All  .ills,  like  ghofts,  fly  trembling  at  thy  light  t 
Who  thee  obeys,  reigns  over  all ; 

Bmiles.,  though  the  ftars  around  him  fall  j 
A  God  is  nought  but  Reafon  Infinite. 

XXX. 

The  man  of  Reafon  is  a  God 
Who  fcorns  to  ftoop  to  Fortune^  nod  j 
Sole  Agent  he  beneath  .the  Aiming  fphere_;  . 
Others  ar ejiajftve,  are  i.mp.eU’d, 

Are  frighten’d,  flatter’d,  funk,  or  fwell’ij. 
As  accident  is  pleas’d  to  domineer . 
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XXXI. 

Our  hopes  an  &  fears  are  much  to  blame ; 
Shall  monarchs  awe  ?  or  crowns  infame? 
From  grofs  miftake  our  idle  tumult  fprings  ; 

Ihofe  men  the  filly  world  difarm, 

Elude  the  dart ,  dilfolve.  the  charm , 

Who  know  the  Jlender  worth  of  men  and  things* 
XXXII. 

The  prefent  objeft,  prefent  day, 

Are  idle  phantoms ,  and  away ; 

What’s  lajling  only  does  extft.  Know  This, 

Life,  fame,  friends,  freedom,  empire,  all, 
Peace,  Commerce,  Freedom,  nobly  fall 
To  launch  us  on  the  flood  of  endlefs  blifs* 

XXXIII. 

How  foreign  thefe,  though  mojl  in  view  !. 

Go,  look  your  whole  exiftence  through; 
Thence ,  form  your  rule ;  thence  fix  your  eftimate  ; 
For  fo  the  gods :  but  as  the  gains , 

How  great  the  toil!  ’Twill  coll  more  pains. 
To  vanquifh  Folly ,  than  reduce  a  State. 

XXXIV. 

Hence,  Reafon  !  the  firf  palm  is  thine  : 

Old  Britain  learnt  from  thee  to  fhine. 

By  thee,  Trades  fwarming  throng,  gay  Freedoms 
Armies ,  in  war  of  fatal  frown,  [fmile  ; 

'Of  peace  the  pride,  Arts  flowing  down, 
Enrich ,  exalt ,  defend ,  inf  riidl  our  ifle. 
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THE  ARGUMENT. 

ts  from  Commerce.  Why  Britons  fliould  purfue 
it.  What  wealth  includes.  An  Hiftorical  digref* 
Jion,  which  kind  is  moft  frequent  in  Pindar.  The 
fvealth  and  wonderful  glory  of  Tyre.  The  ap¬ 
proach  of  her  ruin.  The  caufe  of  it.  Her  crimes 
through  all  ranks  and  orders.  Her  miferable 
fall.  The  neighbouring  kings’  juft  reflexion  on 
it.  An  awful  image  of  the  Divine  Power  and 
Vengeance.  From  what  Tyre  fell,  and  how  deep 
her  calamity. 

I. 

COMMERCE  gives  arts ,  as  well  as  gain  ; 

By  Commerce  wafted  o’er  the  main, 

They  barbarous  climes  enlighten  as  they  run  ; 

Arts,  the  rich  tpaHick  of  the  foul ! 

May  travel,  thus ,  from  pole  to  pole, 

And  gild  the  world  with  Learning’s  brighter  fun. 

II. 

Commerce  gives  learning ,  virtue ,  gold  l 
Ply  Commerce,  then,  ye  Britons  bold,  . 

Inur’d  to  winds  and  feas  !  left  gods  repent : 

The  gods  that  thron’d  you  in  the  wave. 

And,  as  the  trident's  emblem,  gave 
A  triple  realm,  that  awes  the  continent : 


III.  And 
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IIE 

And  awes  with  wealth  ;  for  wealth  is  power  : 
When  Jove  defcends  a  golden  fhower, 

’Tis  navies,  armies,  empire,  all,  in  one.-— 

View,  emulate,  outfhine  Old  Tyre  j 
In  fcarlet  rob’d,  with  gems  on  fire, 

Her  merchants,  princes!  every  deck,  a  throne  f 

IV. 

She  fate  an  emprefs  !  aw’d  the  flood  ! 

Her  Jlable  column  Ocean  trod ; 

She  call’d  the  nations ,  and  fhe  call’d  the  fcast 
By  both  obey’d :  the  Syrian  fings ; 

The  Cyprian’s  art  her  viol  firings ; 

Togarmah’s  fleed  along  her  valley  neighg. 

V. 

The  fir  of  Senir  makes  her  floor, 

And  Baflian’s  oak,  transform’d,  her  oar  £ 

High  Lebanon  her  maflj  far  Dedan  warms 
Her  mantled  holt ;  Arabia  feeds  $ 

Her  fail  of  purple  Egypt  fpreads  ; 

Arvad  fends  mariners ;  the  Perlian,  arms. 

VI. 

The  world’s  lafl  limit  bounds  her  fame  t 
The  golden  city  was  her  name  ! 

Thofe  flars  on  earth ,  the  topaz ,  onyx,  blaze. 
Beneath  her  foot :  extent  of  coalt, 

And  rich  as  Nile’s,  let  others  boafl  y 
Her’s  the  far  nobler  harvejl  of  the  feas. 

VII,.  O  raer- 
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vm 

O  merchantiland !  as  Eden  fair ! 

Ancient  of  Empires  T  Nature’s  care! 

The  ftrength  of  Ocean  !  head  of  Plenty’s  fprings ! 
The  pride  of  Iiles !  In  wars  rever’d  ! 

Mother  of crafts !  lav’d;!  courted!  fear’d! 

Pilot  of  kingdoms !  and  fupport  of  kings ! 

vnL 

Great  mart  of  nations  ! — But  !he  fell : 

Her  pamper’d  fons  revolt !  rebel ! 

Again!!  his  favourite  ifle  loud  roars  the  jnain  f 
The  tempeft  howls !  her  fculptur’d  dome 
Soon  the  wolf’s  refuge  ;  dragon’s- home  ! 

The  land,  one  altar  !  a  whole  people,  Jlalnl 

IX. 

The  defin’d  day  puts-on  her  frown  ; 

The  fable  hour  is  coming  down  : 

She ’s  on  her  march  from  yon  Almighty  throne: 
The  j 'word  and  Jlorm  are  in  her  hand ; 

She  trumpets  fhrill  her  dread  command: 

Dark  be  the  light  of  earth  !  the  boaft,  unknown  ! 

X. 

For,  oh!  her  fins  as  red  as  blood, 

As  crimfon  deep,  outcry  the  flood ; 

The  Queen  of  Trade  is  bought !  once  wife  and  juft, 
Now  venal  is  her  council’s  tongue : 

How  riot,  violence,  and' wrong, 

Turn  gold  to  drofs,  her  bloffom  into  dujl ! 


XI.  To 
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XI. 

To  things  inglorious,  far  beneath 
Thofe  high-born  fouls  they  proudly  breathe, 
Her  fordid  noble  finks !  her  mighty  bow  ! 

Is  it  for  this ,  the  groves  around 
Return  the  tabrct’s  fprightly  found  ? 

Is  it  for  this  her  great-ones  tofs  the  brow  ? 

XII. 

What  burning  feuds  ’twixt  brothers  reign ! 
To  nuptials  cold,  how  glows  the  vein, 
Confounding  kindred,  and  mifleading  right ! 

The  fpurious  lord  it  o’er  the  land  ! 

Bold  Blafphemy  dares  make  a  Hand, 

Aflault  the  Iky,  and  brandifli  all  her  might ! 

XIII. 

Tyre’s  artizan ,  fweet  orator , 

Her  merchant ,  fage ,  big  man  of  war , 

Her  judge ,  her  prophet ;  nay,  her  hoary  heads , 
Whofe  brows  with  wifdom  fhould  be  crown’d, 
Her  very  priejls ,  in  guilt  abound  : 

Hence  the  world’s  cedar  all  her  honours  fheds. 

XIV. 

What  death  of  truth!  what  third:  o f  gold ! 
Chiefs  warm  in  peace ,  in  battle  cold  ! 

What  youth  unletter’d  !  bafe~ones  lifted  high ! 
What  public  boafis !  what  private  views ! 

What  defert  temples  !  crowded  ftews ! 

What  women  ! — practis'd  but  to  roll  an  eye ! 

XV.  o 
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XV. 

O  !  foul  of  heart,  her  faireft  dames 
Decline  the  fun’s  intruding  beams, 

To  mad  the  midnight  in  their  gloomy  haunts: 

Alas  !  there  is,  who  fees  them  there ; 

There  is,  who  flatters  not  the  fair, 

When  cymbals  tinkle,  and  the  virgin  chaunts. 

XVI. 

He  fees,  and  thunders ! — Now ,  in  vain  ! 

The  courfer  paws,  and  foams  the  rein ; 

And  chariots  ftream  along  the  printed  foil : 

In  vain  !  her  high,  prefumptuous  air, 

In  gorgeous  veftments  rich  and  rare, 

O’er  her  proud  lhoulder  throws  the  poor  man’s  t  if* 

XVII. 

In  robes  or  gems,  her  coftly  Jlain , 

Green,  fcarlet,  azure,  fhine  in  vain  ! 

In  vain  !  their  golden  heads  her  turrets  rear  j 
In  vain  !  high-flavour’d  foreign  fruits, 

Sidonian  oils,  and  Lydian  lutes, 

Glide  o’er  her  tongue,  and  melt  upon  her  ear. 
XVIII. 

In  vain !  wines  flow  in  various  ftreams. 

With  helm  and  fpear  each  pillar  gleams  j 
Damafcus,  vain  !  unfolds  the  glofly  ftore  ; 

The  golden  wedge  from  Ophir’s  coafts. 

From  Arab  incenfe  vain,  Ihe  boafts, 

Vain  are  her  gods,  and  vainly  men  adore. 

XIX.  Bell 
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XIX. 

Bell  falls !  the  mighty  Nebo  bends ! 

The  nations  hifs !  her  glory  ends ! 

To  Jhips ,  her-confidence  !  Ihe  flies  from  foes  ; 
Foes  meet  her  there :  the  wind,  the  wave, 

That  once  aid,  ftrength,  and  grandeur  gave. 
Plunge  her  in  feas,  from  which  her  glory  rofe. 

XX. 

Her  ivory  deck,  embroider’d  fail, 

And  mail;  of  cedar  nought  avail, 

Or  pilot  learn' d !  She  finks,  nor  finks  alone , 

Her  Gods  fink  with  her !  to  the  fky, 

Which  never  more  fhall  meet  her  eye, 

She  fends  her  foul  out  in  one  dreadful  groan. 

XXI. 

What  though,  fo  vaft  her  naval  might, 

In  her  firfl  dawn’d  the  Britifh  right ; 

All  flags  abas'd  her  fe»-dominion  greet  ? 

What  though  the  longer  warr’d  than  Troy  ? 

At  length  her  foes  that  Ifle  deftroy 
Whofe  conqueft  fail’d,  as  far  as  fail’d  her  fleet. 

XXII. 

The  kings  y2>r-cloath’d  in  purple  fliake 
Their  aweful  brows ;  “  O  foul  miflake! 

**  O  fatkl  pride!  (they  cry)  this,  this  is  the, 

“  Who  faid — with  my  own  art  and  arm, 

“  In  the  world’s  wealth  I  wrap  me  warm”—- 
And  fwell’d  at  heart,  vain  Emprefs  -cf  the  Sea ! 

XXIII.  “  This, 


STRAIN  THE  SECOND.  49 

XXIII. 

“  This,  This  is  fhe,  who  meanly  foar’d  : 

“  Alas!  how  low,  to  be  ador'd, 

And  ftile  herfelf  a  God! — Through flormy  wars 
“  This  Eagle-Ifle  her  thunder  bore, 

“  High-fed  her  young  with  human  gore  ; 
tl  And  would,  have  built  her  neft  among  the  liars. 

XXIV. 

“  But  ah,  frail  man  !  how  impotent 
“  To  Hand  Heaven’s  vengeance,,  or  preveiit ! 

“  To  turn  afide  the  great  Creator’s  aim  ! 

“  Shall  Ifland-kings  with  Him  contend, 

“  Who  makes  the  Poles  beneath  him  bend  ? 

“  And  {hall  drink  up  the  fea  herfelf  with  flame  ? 

XXV. 

“  Earth ,  /Ether ,  Empyreum  bow, 

P  “  When  from  the  brazen  Mountain’s  brow 
“  The  God  of  Battles  takes  his  mighty  bow: 

“  Of  wrath  prepares  to  pour  the  flood, 

“  Puts-on  his  veflure  dipt  in  blood, 

“  And  marches  out  to  fcourge  the  world  below. 
XXVL 

“  Ah  !  wretched  Ifle,  once  call’d  the  great  ! 

“  Ah!  wretched  Ifle,  and  wife  too  late! 

“  The  vengeance  of  Jehovah  is  gone  out1: 

“  Thy  luxury ,  corruption ,  pride, 

“  And  freedom  lofl,  the  realms  deride^ 
lt  Ador’d  thee  funding,  o’er  thy  ruins  fliout : 

Vol.  VI.  D  XXVII.  “  To 


.S3  THE  MERCHANT, 

XXVII. 

“  To  fcourge  with  war,  or  peace  hejiow , 

“  Was  thine,  O  fallen  !  fallen  low  ! 

’ Twas  thine,  of  jarring  thrones  to  hill  deb"*-' 
“  How  art  thou  fallen,  down,  down,  dc  "" 

“  Wide  wafte,  and  night ,  and  horror  fn  * 

■«  Where  Empire  flam’d  in  gold,  and  balaim 
■“  .Rates.” 
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THE  ARGUMENT. 

An  inference  from  this  Hiftory.  Advice  to  Britain. 
More  proper  to  her  than  other  Nations.  How  fbr 
“  Voke  of  tyranny  reaches.  T'Vhat  fupports 
ndeavours.  The  unconjidered  benefits  of 
a  f.  Britain’s  obligation  to  purfue  trade . 
Why  above  half  the  globe  is  fea.  Britain’s  gran¬ 
deur  from  her  Jituation .  The  winds,  the  fcas , 
the  conjiellathns,  deferibed.  Sir  Ifaac  Newton’s 
praife.  Britain  compared  with  other  States-.  The 
Leviathan  deferibed.  Britain’s  fite,  and  ancient 
title  to  the  fcas.  Who  rivals  her.  Of  Venice. 
Holland.  Some  defpife  Trade  as  mean.  Cenfured 
for  it.  Trade's  glory.  The  late  Czar.  Solomon. 
A  furprizing  inftance  of  magnificence.  The  mer¬ 
chant’s  dignity.  Compared  with  men  of  letters , 

I. 

Hence  learn,  as  hearts  are  foul  or  pure, 

Our  fortunes  wither  or  endure : 

-Nations  may  thrive ,  or  perijh  by  the  wave. 

What  ftorms  from  Jove’s  unwilling  frown, 

A  people’s  crimes  folicit  down  ? 

Ocean ’s  the  womb  of  riches,  and  the  grave . 

II. 

This  Truth,  O  Britain  !  ponder  well ; 

Virtues  fhould  rife,  as  Fortunes  fwell : 

What  is  large  property  ? — The  fign  of  good, 

Of  worth  fupenor ;  if  ’tis  lefs, 

Another's  treafure  we  pofiefs, 

And  charge  the  Gods  with  favours  mijhfow'd. 

E>  3  III.  This 
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III. 

This  council  fuits  Britannia’s  Ifle, 

High-flufh’d  with  wealth,  and  Freedom’s  fmile  : 
To  vaffals  prifon’d  in  the  Continent, 

Who  ftarve,  at  home ,  on  mea^gre  toil, 

And  fuck  to  death  their  mother  foil, 

’Twere  ufelefs  caution,  and  a  truth  mif-fpent, 

IV. 

Fell  Tyrants  flrike  beyond  the  bone, 

And  wound  the  foul ;  bow  Genius  down, 

Lay  Virtue  vrafte  !  for  w'orth  or  arts,  who  {train, 
To  throw  them  at  a  monjler's  foot  ? 

’Tis  property  fupports  purfuit : 

Freedom  gives  eloquence ;  and  Freedom,  gain. 

V. 

She  pours  the  thought,  and  forms  the  flyle, 

She  makes  the  blood  and  fpirits  boil ; 

I  feel  her  nova  !  and  roufe,  and  rife,  and  rave 
In  Theban  fong :  O  Mufe  !  not  thine , 

Verfe  is  gay  Freedom’s  gift  divine  : 

The  man  that  can  think  greatly,  is  no  Have. 

VI. 

Others  may  traffick  if  they  pleafe  ; 

Britain,  fair  daughter  of  the  feas, 

Is  born  for  trade;  to  plough  her  field,  the  wave; 
And  reap  the  growth  of  eygrry  coal!  : 

A  fpeck  of  land  !  but  let  h$  boaft, 

Godt  gave  the  world,  when  they  the  waters  gave. 

VII.  Britain ! 
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VII. 

Britain  !  behold  the  world’s  wide  face ; 

Nor  cover’d  half  with  folid  fpace, 

Three  parts  are  fluid :  empire  of  the  lea  ! 

And  why  ?  for  Commerce.  Ocean  ftreams 
For  that,  through  all  his  various  names : 

And,  if  for  Commerce,  Ocean  flows  for  Thee. 

VIII. 

Britain,  Iikefome  great  potentate 
Of  Eaftern  clime,  retires  in  llate, 

Shuts  out  the-  nations !  Would  a  Prince  draw  nigh  ?, 
He  paflfes  her  ftrong  guards,  the  waves, 
Oifervant  winds  admiffion  craves, 

Her  empire  has  no  neighbour  but  the  flcy. 

IX. 

There  are  her  friends ;  foft  Zephyr  there. 

Keen  Eurus,  Notus  never  fair, 

Rough  Boreas  burfting  from  the  pole  :  all  urge,' 
And  urge  for  her,  their  various  toil : 

The  Cafpian,  the  broad  Baltick  boil, 

And  into  life  the  dead  Pacifick  fcourge. 

X. 

1 There  are  her  friends ,  a  marihal’d  train  : 

A  golden  hofl  !  and  azure  plain  ! 

By  turns  do  duty,  and  by  turns  retreat : 

They.may  retreat,  but  not  from  her ; 

The  ftar  that  quits  this  hemifphere 
Muft  quit  the  ikies,  to  want  aBritilh  fleet. 

D  3  XI.  Hyad 
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XL. 

Hyad,  for  her,  leans  o’er  her  urn.; 

For  her,  Orion’s  glories  burn , 

The  Pleiads  gleam.  For  Britons  let  and  rife 
The  fair-fac’d  fons  of  Mazaroth, 

Near  the  deep  chambers  of  the  South, 
The  raging  Dog  that  fires  the  midnight  Ikies* 

XII. 

Thefe  nations  Newton  made  his  own  ; 

All  intimate  with  him  alone. 

His  mighty  foul  did,  like  a  giant,  run 
To  the  valt  volume’s  clojing  fiar ; 
Decvpher’d  every  character  : 

His  reafon  pour’d  new  light  upon  the  fun, 

XIII. 

Let  the  proud  brothers  of  the  land 
Smile  at  our  rock  and  barren  (brand. 

Not  fuch  the  fea  :  let  Fohe’s  ancient  line 
Vail  traffs  and  ample  beings  vaunt ; 

The  camel  l-ow,  fmall  elephant — 

O  Britain  !  the  Leviathan  is  thine. 

XIV. 

Leviathan  !  whom  Nature’s  flrife 
Brought  forth,  her  largeli  piece  of  life  ; 
He Jlceps  an  ifle  1  his  fports  the  billows  warm  ! 
Dreadful  Leviathan  !  thy  fpout 
Invades  the  Ikies ;  the  liars  are  out ; 

He  drinks  a  river,  and  eje£is  a Jiorm. 


XV.  Th 
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Th’  Atlantic  furge  around  our  fhore 
German  and  Caledonian  roar; . 

Their  mighty  Genii  hold  us  in  their  lap. — 

Hear  Egbert,  Edgar,  Ethelred ; 

“  The  leas  are  ours.” — The  monarch  laid— 
The  floods  their  hands,  their  hands  the  nations,  clap,, 

XVI. 

Whence  is  a  rival,  then,  to  rife  ? 

Can  he  be  found  beneath  the  Ikies  ? 

No*,  there ,  they  dwell,  that  can  give  Britain  fear: 
The  powers  of  earth,  by  rival  aim 
Her  grandeur  but  the  more  proclaim  ; 

And  prove- their  diftance  mod,  as  they  draw  near. 

XVII. 

Proud  Venice  fits  amid  the  waves ; 

Her  foot  ambitious  Ocean  laves; 

Art's  nobleft  boaft  !  but  O  what  wondrous  odds 
’Twixt  Venice  and  Britannia’s  ifle  ! 

’Twixt  mortal  and  immortal  toiL  ! 

Britannia  is  a  Venice  buiLt  by  Gods* 

XVIII. 

Let  Holland  triumph  o’er  her  foes, 

But  not  o’er  friends  by  whom  file  rofe ; 

'Hie  child  of  Britain  !  And  fhall  Ihe  contend  ? 

It  were  no  lefs  than  parricide  : — 

What  wonders  rife  from  out  the  tide  ; 

Her  High  and  Mighty  to  the  rudder  bend. 

D  4  XIX.  And 
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XIX. 

And  are  there,  then,  of  lofty  brow, 

Who  think  trade  mean,  and  fcom  to  bcw 
So  far  beneath  the  ftate  of  noble  birth  ? 

Alas !  thefe  chiefs  but  little  know 
Commerce  how  high,  themfclves  how  low ; 
The  fons  of  Nobles  are  the  fons  of  earth. 

XX. 

And  what  have  earth’s  mean  fons  to  do, 

But  reap  her  fruits,  and  warm  purfue 
The  world’s  chief  good,  not  glut  on  others’  toil  ? 
High  Commerce  from  the  Gods  came  down, 
With  compafs ,  chart ,  and  Jlarry  crown, 

Their  delegate ,  to  make  the  nations  j mile . 

XXI. 

Blufh,  and  behold  the  Ruffian  bow, 

From  forty  crowns,  his  mighty  brow 
To  trade. — To  toil  he  turns  his  glorious  hand: 
That  arm,  which  fwept  the  bloody  field. 

See  !  the  huge  axe ,  or  hammer ,  wield ; 

While  fceptres  wait,  and  thrones  impatient  ftand, 

XXII. 

O  fiiame  to  fubjedls  !  firfl:  renow'n, 

Matchlefs  example  to  the  crown  ! 

Old  Time  is  poor :  what  age  boafts  fuch  a  fight  ? 
Ye  drones  !  adore  the  man  divine — 

No  ;  Virtue  flill  as  mean  decline, 

Call  Ruffians  barbarous,  and  yourfelves  polite. 

XXIII.  He 
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He  too  of  Judah,  great,  as  wife, 

With  Hiram  drove  in  merchandize ; 

Monarchs  with  monarchs  druggie  for  an  oar  ! 

That  Merchant  *  finking  to  his  grave, 

A  flood  of treafure  fwel'is  the  cave; 

The  king  left  rtiuch ,.  the  merchant  burffd  more. 

XXIV. 

Is  Merchant  an  inglorious  name  ? 

No  ;  fit  for  Pindar  fifich  a  theme, 

Too  great  for  me  ;  I  pant  beneath  the  weight  ! 

If  loud  as  Ocean’s  were  my  voice, 

If  words  and  thoughts  to  court  my  choice 
Out-number’d  fands I  could  not  reach  its  height. 

XXV. 

Merchants  o’er  prouded  heroes  reign  ; 

Thole  trade  in  blej/ing, .  thefe  in  pain , 

At  daughter  fwell,  and  Ihout,  while  nations  groan 
With  purple  Monarchs,  Merchants  vie; 

If  great  to  fpend>  what  to  [apply? 

Priedspray  forbleffings ;  Merchants  pour  them  down 

XXVI. 

Kings  Merchants  are  in  league  and  love; 

Earth’s  odours  pay  foft  airs  above, 

That  o’er  the  teeming  field  prolific  range  ; 

Planets  are  Merchants ;  take,  return, 

Lufire  and  heat ;  by  traffic k  burn  ; 

The  whole  Creation  is  ojre  valt  Exchange. 

*  Yaft  treafore  taken  from  Solomon's  tomb  1300  years  after 
bis  death.  Young. 

D  5  XXVII.  / 
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XXVII. 

Is  Merchant  an  Inglorious  name  P 
What  fay  the  fons  of  letter'd  fame. 

Proud  of  their  volumes ,  fwelling  in  their  cells  P 
In  open  life,  in  change  of  fcene, 

Mid  various  manners,  throngs  of  men. 
Experience,  Arts,  and  folid  Wifdom  dwells. 
XXVIII.. 

Trade,  Art’s  mechanick.  Nature’s  Eores 
Well-weighs ;  to  Jlarry  Science  foars : 
Reads  warm  in  life  (dead-colour’d  by  the  pen) 
The  fcites,  tongues,  interefts,.  of  the  ball : 
Who  ftudies  Trade,  he  ftudies  all ; 
Accomplifh’d  Merchant*  are  accomplilh’d  Men. 
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THE  ARGUMENT. 

Pindar  invoked.  His  praife.  Britain  flhould  decline 
•war;  but  boldly  aflert  her  trade.  Encouraged 
from  the  throne :  Britain’s  condition  without 
trade.  Trade’s  character,  and  furprizing  deeds. 
Carthage.  Solomon’s  temple.  St.  Paul’s  church. 
The  mifer’s  charafter.  The  wonderful  effects  of 
trade.  JWhy  religion  recommended  to  the  mer¬ 
chant.  What,  falfc  joy.  What,  true.  Whatre- 
ligion  is  to  the  merchant.  Why  trade  more  glo¬ 
rious  in  Britons  than  others.  How  ivctrmly,  and 
how  long ,  to  be  purfued  by  us.  The  Briton’s 
legacy.  Columbus.  His  praife.  America  de~ 
fcribed.  Worlds  Hill  unknown.  Queen  Eliza¬ 
beth.  King  George  the  Second.  His  glory  na- 
vally  reprefented. 

I. 

HOW  fliall  I  farther  roufe  the  foul  ? 

How  Sloth’s  lafcivious  reign  control  ; 

By  verfe,  with  unextinguifli’d  ardour  wrought  ? 

How  every  bread  inflame  with  mine  ? 

How  bid  my  theme  ftill  brighter  fliine, 

With  wealth  of  words,  and  unexhaufted  thought  } 

11. 

O  thou  Dircasan  fwan,  on  high. 

Round  whom  familiar  thunders  fly ! 

While  Jove  attends  a  language  like  his  own: 

Thy  fpirit  pour,  like  vernal  ihowers, 

My  verfe  flrall  burfl:  out  with  the  flowers,. 

While  Britain’s  trade  advances  with  her  fun. 

D  6  III.  Though 
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III. 

Though  Britain  was  not  born  to  fear, 

Grafp  not  at  bloody  fame  from  vear  ; 

Nor  war  decline,  if  thrones  your  right  invade  : 
Jove  gathers  temped;  black  as  night ; 

Jove  pours  the  golden  flood  of  light ; 

Let  Britain  thunder,  or  let  Britain  trade. 

IV. 

Britain  a  comet ,  or  a  far , 

In  commerce  this,  or  that  in  ivar. 

Let  Britons  fliout !  earth,  feas,  and  ikies  refound! 
Commerce  to  kindle,  raife,  preferve, 

And  fpirit  dart  through  every  nerve, 

Hear  from  the  throne*  a  voice  through  time  renown’d. 

V. 

So  fall  from  heaven  the  vernal  fliowers, 

To  chear  the  glebe,  and  wake  the  flowers; 

The  bloom  call’d  forth  fees  azure  ikies  difplay’d  ; 
The  bird,  of  voice  is  proud  to  flng, 

Induftrious  bees  ply  every  wing, 

Diiiend  their  cells,  and  urge  their  golden  trade . 

VI. 

Trade  once  extinguifh’d,  Britain’s  fun 
Is  gone  out  too ;  his  race  is  run  ; 

He  fliines  in  vain  !  her  ifle ’s  an  ifle  indeed. , 

A  fpot  too  fmall  to  be  o’erccme  ; 

Ah,  dreadful  fafetv !  wretched  doom  ! 

No  foe  will  connuer  what  no  foe  cd,n  feed. 

*  The  King's  ff  cech,  Jan.  13,  1729-30. 

VII.  Trade 
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VII. 

Trade ’s  the  fource,  finew,  foul  of  all ; 

Trade ’s  all  herfelf;  hers,  hers,  the  ball' 
TVhcre  mod;  unfeen,  the  goddefs  dill  is  there ; 

Trade  leads  the  dance,  Trade  lights  the  blaze, 
The  courtier’s  pomp  !  the  ftudent’s  eafe  ! 
’Twas  Trade  at  Blenheim  fought,  and  clos’d  the  war. 

VIII. 

What  Rome  and  all  her- gods  defies? 

The  Punic  oar.  Behold  it  rife 
And  battle  for  the  world  !  Trade  gave  the  call  j 
Rich  cordials  from  his  naval  art 
Sent  the  Axong  fpirits  to  his  heart, 

That  bid  an  Afric  Merchant  grafp  the  ball, 

IX. 

Where  is,  on  earth,  Jehovah’s  home  ? 

Trade  mark’d  the  foil,  and  buiit  the  dome, 

.In  which  his  Majefty  firji  deign’d  to  dwell ; 

The  walls  with  Jilver  fheets  o’erlaid, 

Rich,  as  the  fun,  through  gold  unvacigh'd. 
Bent  the  moon’d  arch,  and  bid  the  column  fwelh 

X. 

Grandeur  unknown  to  Solomon  ! 

Methinks  the  labouring  earth  fhould  groan, 
Benetth  yon  load  *  created  fore,  not  made! 
Servant  and  rival  of  the  ikies- ! 

Heaven’s  arch  alone  can  higher  rife  : 

What  hand  immortal  rais’d  thee  ? — Humble  Trade. 

'*  St.  Paul’s,  built  by  the  j\roduce  of  the  coal-tfex ;  as  were 
4.0  other  chirches  and  the  Monument.  St.  Paul’s  alone  was 
raifed  at  the  expence  of  736,7  jz  1.  2  s.  3|d. 
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XI. 

Where  hadft  thou  been,  if,  left  at  large, 
Thole  finewy  arms  that  tugg’d  the  barge, 
Had  caught  at  pleafure  on  the  flowery  green? 

If  they  that  watch’d  the  midnight  Ear 
Had  fwung  behind  the  rolling  car. 

Or  fill'd,  it  with  difgrace,  where  hadft  thou  been-? 

XII. 

As  by  repletion  men  confume, 

Abundance  is  the  mifer’s  doom. ; 

Expend  it  nobly ;  he  that  lets  it  rufi , 

Which,  palling  numerous  hands,  would  Jhim , 
Is  not  a  many  but  living  mine. 

Foe  to  the  gods,  and  rival  to  the  dujl . 

XIII.  . 

Trade  barbarous  lands  can  polilh  fair  ; 

Make  earth  well  worth  the  wife  man’s  care  ; 
Call  forth  her  forefts,  charm  them  into  fleets; 

Can  make  one  houfe  of  human  race ; 

Can  bid  the  diftant  poles  embrace ; 

Hers,  every  fun;  and  India,  India  meets. 

XIV. 

Trade  Monarchs  crowns,  and  arts  imports. 
With  bounty  feeds,  with  laurel  courts; 

Trade  gives  fair  Virtue  fairer  Hill  to  fhine ; 

Enafts  thofe  guards  of  gain,  the  laws; 

Exalts  ev’n  Freedom’s  glorious  caufe. — 
Trade!  warn’d  by  Tyre,  O  make  Religion  thine ! 

XV.  Ton 
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XV. 

You  lend  each  other  mutual  aid  : 

Why  is  heaven’s  fmile,  in  wealth,  convey’d ! 
Not  to  place  vice,  but  virtues  in  our  power ; 
Pleafure  declin'd ,  is  luxury, 

Boundlefs  in  time  and  in  degree : 

Pleafure  enjoy'd,  the  tumult  of  an  hour. 

XVI. 

Falfe  joy ’s  a  difcompofing  thing, 

That  jars  on  nature’s  trembling  firing, 
Tempells  the  fpirits,  and  untunes  the  frame : 

True  joy,  the  funfhine  of  the  foul, 

A  bright  ferene  that  calms  the  whole; 

Which  they  ne’er  knew,  whom  other  joys  inflame,, 
XVIL 

Merchant!  Religion  is  the  care' 

To  grow  as  rich — as  angels  are; 

To  know  falfe  coin  from  true ;  to  fweep  the  main\ 
The  mighty  fake  fecure,  beyond 
The  ftrongeft  tie  of  field,  ox  fund; 

Commerce  gives  gold,  Religion  makes  it  gain, 

XVIII. 

Join,  then,  Religion  to  thy  ftore, 

Or  India’s  mines  will  make  thee  poorr 
Greater  than  Tyre!  O  bear  a  nobler  mind, 
Sea-fovereign  ifle !  proud  war  decline, 

Trade  patronize;  what  glory  thine, 

Ardent  to  blefs,  who  could’A  fubdue  mankind !  , 

XI'X.Rich 
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XIX. . 

Rich  commerce  ply  with  warmth  divine- 
By  day,  by  night ;  thefiars  are  thine  ; 

Wear  out  the  Ears  in.  trade  !  eternal  run 
From  age  to  age,  the  noble  glow, 

A  rage  to  gain,  and  to  beftou) , 

While  ages  laft!  in  trade  burn- out  the  fun! 

XX. 

Trade,  Britain’s  all,  our  fires  fent  down 
With  toil,  blood,  treafure,  ages  won ; 

* This ,  Edgar  great  bequeath’d;  this,  Edward  bold-: 
Let  Frobifhers  *,  let  Raleighs  f.  fire! 

O  let  Columbus’  lliade  infpire! 

New  worlds  difclofe,  with  Drake  furround  an  old.. 

XXI. 

Columbus  !  fcarce  inferior  fame 
For  thee  to  find,  than  heaven  to  frame 
That  womb  of  gold  and  gem:  her  wide  domain,. 
An  univerfie!  her  rivers,  fieas! 

Her  fruits,  both  men  and  gods  to  pleafe! 
Heaven’s  fairefl:  birth!  and,  but  for  thee,  in  vain! 

*  Sir  Martin  Frobilher,  an  eminent  navigator  in  the  reign 
of  Queen  Elizabeth.  He  was  born  in  the  county  of  York. 
Conceiving  that  there  was  a  north  weft  pafl'age  to  be  difcoyertd 
to  China,  he  made  feveral  voyages  to  find  it.  In  thefe,  though 
he  failed  in  his  great  defign,  leveral  advantages  accrued  to  the 
nation,  being  the  firft  who  failed  through  the  ftraights,  which 
go  by  his  own  name.  After  ferving  his  country  in  feveral  ex¬ 
peditions  and  engagements,  he  receivad  a  wound  at.Croyzon 
near  Breft,  which  afterwards  proved  mortal,  in  the  year  1594. 

4  Sir  Walter  Raleigh, 
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XXII. 

Worlds  Jilll  unknown  deep  fhadows  wrap? 

Call  wonders  forth  from  nature’s  lap  ; 

New  glory  pour  on  her  Eternal  Sire ; 

O  noble  feareh !  O  glorious  care  ! 

Are  ye  not  Britons?  why  defpair? 

New  worlds  are  due  to  fuch  a  godlike  fire, 

XXIII. 

Swear  by  the  great  Eliza’s  foul, 

That  Trade,  as  long  as  waters  roll— 

Ah!  no ;  the  gods  chailife  my  rafh  decreet 
By  great  Eliza  do  .not  fwear; 

For  thee,  O  George!  the  gods  declare. 

And  thou  forthem !  late  time  lhall  fwear  by  thee* 
XXIV. 

Truth,  bright  as  Jiars,  with  thee  prevails; 
Full  be  thy  fame,  as  fwelling  fails , 

Conftant,  as  tides,  thy  mind ;  as  majls ,  elate; 

Thy  jufticey  an  unerring  helm 
To  fteer  Britannia’s  fickle  realm; 

Thy  numerous  race ,  fure  anchor  of  her  hate  1 
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THE  ARGUMENT. - 

What  is  the  bound  of  Britain’s  power.  Beyond 
that  of  the  moil:  famed  in  hiitory.  The  iign  Lyra. 
What  the  conilellations  are.  Argo..  The  whale. 
The  dolphin.  Eridanus.  The  lion.  Libra.  Virgo* 
Berenice.  The Britifh ladies  cenfured.  Themoon. 
IVhat  the  fea  is.  Apoftrophe  to  the  Emperor.  The 
Spaniih  armada.  How  Britain  ihould  fpeak  her 
refentment-  IVhat  gives  power.  What  navies  do 
in  war.  The  Tartar.  Mogul. .  Africa.  China* 
Who  mailer  of  the  world.  What  the  hiilory  of 
the  world  is.  The  genealogy  of  glory.  Miftakes 
about  it.  Peace  the  merchant’s  harveil.  Ships 
of divine  origin,  Merchants  ambafladors.  The- 
Briton’s  voyage.  Praife  the  food  of  glory.  Bri¬ 
tain’s  record. 

I. 

BRITANNIA’S  ilate  what  bounds  confine? 

(Of  riiing  thought  O  golden  mine  !) 

Mountains,  Alps, Jlr cams,  gulphs,  oceans,  fet  no  bound ; 

She  failles  till  ilie  ilrikes  the  ilar; 

Expanding  wide,  and  launching  far 
As  wind  can  fly,  or  rolling  wave  refound* 

II. 

Small  iile!  for  Casfars,  for  the  fon 

Of  Jove,  who  buril  from  Macedon, 

For  gorgeous  Eafterns  blazing  o’er  mankind; 

Then,  when  they  call’d  the  world  their  own, 

Not  equal  fame  from  fable  flrone  : 

They  rofe  to  Gods,  in  half  thy  fphere  confin’d* 

III.  Here, 
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III. 

"Here,,  no  demand  for  fancy’s  wing; 

Plain  truth's  illuftrious :  as  I  fing, 

O  hear  yon  fpangled  harp  repeat  my  lay! 

Yon  Jlarry  lyre  has  caught  the  found; 

And  fpreads  it  to  the  planets  round, 

Who  bell  can  tell  where  ends  Britannia’s  fway. 

IV. 

The  (kies  (fair-printed  pagp !).-unfold 
The  naval  fame  of  heroes  old  ; 

As  in  a  mirror  (hew  th’ adventurous  throng  u 
The  deeds  of  Grecian  mariners 
Are  read  by  Gods,  are  writ  in  Jlars, 

And  noble  verfer  that  (hall  endure  as  long^ 

V. - 

The  Jkles  are  records  of  the  main , 

Thence  Argo  liftens  to  my  drain; 

Chiron,  for  fong  renown’d,  his  noble  rage 
For  naval  fame  and  fong  renews, 

As  Britain’s  fame  he  hears ,  and  views ; 

Chiron,  the  Shovell  *  of  a  former  age. 

*  In  fome  editions  is  the  name  of  Berkeley  inftead  of  that 
of  Shovell.  Sir  Cloudefly  Shovell  was  a  brave  feaman,  who 
from  the  loweft  fituation,  by  mere  dint  of  ability  and  integrity, 
rofe  to  one  of  the  firft  ftations  in  the  navy.  He  performed 
many  gallant  afts  in  the  fervice  of  his  country,  and  was  very 
unfortunately  loft  on  the  rocks  of  Seilly,  Oft.  zir  1707. 

VI.  The 
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VI. 

The  Whale  (for  late  I  fung  his  praife) 

Pours  grateful  lullre  on  my  lays ; 

How  fmiles  Arion’s  friend  *  with  partial  beams !'. 
Eridanus  would  flatter  too, 

But  jealoufies  his  fmile  fubdue; 

He  fears  a  Britifli  rival  in  the  Thames. 

VII. 

In  pride  the  Lion  lifts  his  mane, 

To  fee  his  Britifh  brothers  reign 
As  ftars  below:  the  Balance,  George!  from  Thine,. 
Which  weighs  the  nations,  learns  to  weigh 
More  accurate  the  night  and  day ; 

Erom  thy  fair  daughters  Virgo  learns  to  Ihine. 

VIII. 

Of  Britain’s  court,  ye  lejjer  lights  ! 

How  could  the  wife-man  gaze  whole  nights 
On  Richmond’s  eye,  on  Berenice’s  hair! 

But,  oh !  you  pradtife  Jhameful  arts ; 

Your  own  retain ,  feize  others’  hearts, 

Pirates,  not  Merchants,  are  the  Britilh  Fair. 

IX. 

This  truth  I  fwear  by  Cynthia’s  beam. 

Pale  Queen !  b  tfu/h'd  at  Britain’s  fame  ; 

And,  rolling,  tell  the  nations — “  o’er  the  main 
“  To  Jhare  her  empire  is  thy  pride.” 

Hje,  mighty  power!  who  curbs  the  tide , 
Uncurbs,  extends,  throws1  wide  Britannia’s  reign. 

*  The  Dolphin.1 
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X. 

What  is  the  main?  Ye  Kings  fenown’d! 
Britannia’s  centre ,  and  your  bound: 

Auftrian!  where-e’er  Leviathan  can  roll, 

Is  Britain’s  home!  Atid  Britain’s  mine* 
Where-e’er  the  ripening  fun  can  (bine. 

Parts  are  for  emperors ;  for  her  the  whole. 

XI. 

l  * 

Why,  Auftrian  !  tvilt  thou  hover  ftill 
On  doubtful  wing,  and  want  the  fkill 
To  fee  //ay  welfare  in  the  "Ivor Ids?  Too  late 
Another  Churchill  thou  may’ft  find, 

Another  Churchill,  not  fo  kind, 

And  other  Blenheims,  big  with  other  fate. 

XII. 

Ill  thou  rerfiember’ft,  ill  doft  own, 

Who  refeued  an  ungrateful  throne; 

111  thou  confider’ft,  that  the  kind  are  brave ; 

Ill  doft  thou  weigh,  that  in  Time’s  womb 
A  day  may  fleep,  a  day  of  doom, 

As  great  to  ruin ,  as  was  that  to  fave* 

XIII. 

How  would’ft  thou  fmile  to  hear  my  ftrain, 
Whole  boafted  infpiration ’s  vain! 

Yet  what  if  my  prediction  fhould  prove  true  ? 
Know’ll:  thou  the.  fatal  pair  who  fliine 
O’er  Britain’s  trading  empire  ?  Thine 
As  one  rejected ,  what,  if  one  fub  elite? 
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What  naval  fcene  adorns  the  feat 
Of  awful  Britain’s  high  debate*, 

Infpires  her  councils ,  and  records  her  power? 

The  nations  know,  in  glowing  balls. 

On  finking  thrones,  the  tempeft  falls, 

When  her  auguft  aflembled  fenates  lour. 

XV. 

O  language  fit  for  thoughts  fo  bold! 

Would  Britain  have  her  anger  tok!  g 
Ah  !  never  let  a  meaner  language  found. 

Than  that  which  proflrates  human  fouls, 
Through  Heaven’s  dark  vault  impetuous  rolls, 
And  Nature  rocks,  when  angry.  Jove  has  frown’d. 

XVI. 

Not  realms  unbounded ,  not  a  Jlood 
Of  natives,  not  expence  of  blood, 

Or  reach  of  counfel  gives  the  world  a  lord : 

Trade  calls  him  forth,  and  fets  him  high 
As  mortal  man  o’er  men  can  fly  : 

Trade  leaves  poor  gleanings  to  the  keenefl  Jvjord. 

XVII. 

Nay,  her ’s  the  fword!  Bor  fleets  have  wings  j 
Like  lightning  fly  to  dijlant  kings ; 

Like  Gods  defeend  at  once  on  trembling  flates  : 

Is  war  proclaim’d  ?  Our  wars  are  hurl’d 
To  farthefb  confines  of  the  world, 

Surprize  your  ports,  and  thunder  at  your  gates. 

The  Spanish  Armada  in  the  Houfe  cf  Lords ;  fince  en¬ 
graved  and  publifli'ed  by  Mr.  Pine. 

XVIII.  The 
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XVIII. 

The  king  of  tempefts,  Aldus, 

Sends  forth  his  pinion'd  people,  thus, 

On  rapid  errands :  as  they  fly,  they  roart 
And  carry  fable  clouds ,  'and  fweep 
The  land,  the  defert,  and  the  deep  ! 

Earth  {hakes !  -proud  cities  fall !  and  thrones  adore'! 

XIX. 

The  Fools  of  Nature  ever  ftrike 
On  bare  outfdes ;  and  loath,  or  like. 

As  glitter  bids ;  in  endlefs  error  vie; 

Admire  the  purple  and  the  crown : 

Of  human  welfare  arid  rcnoWn , 

Trade  ’s  the  big  heart ;  bright  empire,  but  tlieir 

XX. 

.Whence  Tartar  Grand  ?  or  Mogul  Great?— 
Trade  gilt  their  titles,  pour’d  their  ftate ; 
While  Afric’s  black,  lafcivious,  flothful  breed, 

To  clafp  their  ruin ,  fly  from’  toil; 

That  meanejl  product  on  their  foil, 

Their  people  fell :  one  half  on  t’  other  feed. 

XXI. 

Of  Nature’s  Wealth  from  Commerce  rent, 
Afric ’s  a  glaring  Monument : 

Mid  citron  forefls  and  pomegranate  groves 
(Curft  in  a  paradife  !)  {he  pines ; 

O’  er  generous  glebe,  o’er  golden  mines 
Her  beggar'd \  famijh'd ,  tradelefs  native  roves : 

XXII.  Not 
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XXII. 

Not  fo  thine,  China,  blooming-wide  ! 

Thy  numerous  fleets  might  bridge  the  tide ; 
Thy  produffs  would  exhaufl:  both  India’s  mines  : 
Shut  be  that  gate  of  Trade!  Or  (woe 

To  Britain’s !)  Europe  ’twill  o’erflow. - 

Ungrateful  Jong  !  Her  growth  *  inspires  thy  lines* 
XXIII. 

Britain!  To  thefe ,  and  fuch  as  thefe, 

The  river  broad,  and  foaming  fcas 
“Which  fever  lairds  to  mortals  lefs  renown’d. 

Devoid  of  naval  Ikill  or  might ; 

Thefe  fever’d  parts  of  earth  unite: 

Trade  ’s  the  full  pulfe,  that  fends  their  vigour  round-. 

XXIV, 

Could,  O  !  could  one  cngrojjing  hand 
The  various  dreams  of  Trade  command, 

That ,  like  the  fun,  would  gazing  nations  awe  ; 
That  awful  Power  the  wmrld  would  brave, 

Bold  War,  and  Empii'e  proud,  his  Have; 
Mankind  his  fubjedis ;  and  his  Willy  their  law. 

XXV. 

Kail  thou  look'd  round  the  fpacious  earth? 
From  Commerce;  Grandeur’s  humble  birth 3 
To  George  from  Noah,  empires  living,  dead, 
Their  pride,  their  Ihame,  their  rife,  their  fall, 
Time’s  whole  plain  chronicle  Is  all 
One  bright  encomium ,  undeflgn’d,  on  Trade. 

*  Coffee. 
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XXVI. 

Trade  fplings  from  Peace, andWealth  fromTrade, 
NAnd  Power  from  Wealth;  of  Power  is  made 
The  God  on  Earth:  hail,  then,  the  dove  of  Peace  ! 
Whofe  olive  fpeaks  the  raging  flood 
Of  war  reprefs’d:  what ’s  lofs  of  blood? 

War' is  the  death  of  Commerce  and  Increafe. 
XXVII. 

Then  petifh  War ! — DeteAed  War ! 

Shalt  thou  make  Gods?  light  Csefar’s  Aar? 
What  calls  man  fool  fo  loud  as  this  has  done, 

From  Nimrod’s  down  to  Bourbon’s  line?-** 
Why- not  adore  too,  as  divine, 

Wide-waAing  ftorms,  before  the  genial  fun  ? 

xxvm. 

Peace  is  thfe  Merchant’s  futnmer  clear! 

His  Harveji !  hafveA  found,  the  year! 

Tor  Peace  with  laurel  every  mafl  be  bound; 

Each  deck  caroufe,  each  flag  Aream  out, 

Each  cannon  found,  each  Jailor  fhout ! 

For  Peace  let  every  facred  Jhip  be  Crown’d  1 
XXIX. 

Sacred  arc  flips,  of  birth  divine  ! 

An  angel  drew  the  firA  dlefign-. 

With  which  the  Patriarch  Nature’s  ruins  brav’d : 
’Two  worlds  aboard,  an  old  and  new, 

He  fafe  o’er  foaming  billows  flew  : 

The  Gods  made  Human  race  5  a  Pilot,  fav'd. 

Vol.  VI.  E  XXX,  How 
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XXJX. 

Hew  [acred  too  the  Merchant' s  name ! 

When  Britain  blaz’d  meridian  Fame  * ; 

Bright  Ihone  th e.  fzvord,  but  brighter  trade  gave  lav/ j 
Merchants  in  dijiant  courts  rever'd, 

Where  prouder  Statefmen  ne’er  appear’d, 
Merchants  Embafladors !  and  Thrones  in  awe! 
XXXI. 

’Tis  theirs  to  know  the  tides ,  the  times,-, 

The  march  of  liars ;  the  births  of  climes ; 
Summer  and  Winter  theirs;  theirs  land  and  jea^ 
Theirs  are  the  feafens ,  months ,  and  years 
And  each  a  different  garland  wears; — 

O  that  my  long  could  add  Eternity! 

XXXII. 

Praife  is  the  facred  oil  that  feeds 
The  burning  lamp  of  god-like  deeds; 

Immortal  glory  pays  illuflrious  cares,: 

Whither,  ye  Britons!  are  y abound? 

O  noble  voyage!  glorious  round ! 
launch  from  the  Thames,  and  end  among  the  liars. 
XXXIII. 

If  to -my  fubjedt  role  my  foul, 

Your  fame  fliould  lali  while  oceans  roll: 

When  other  worlds  in  depths  of  time  fliall  rife, 

As  we  the  Greeks  of  mighty  name, 

May  they  Britannia’s  fleet  proclaim, 
look  up,  and  read  her  liory  in  the  Ikies. 

*  In  Queen  Elizabeth's  reign. 
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XXXIV. 

Ye  Syrens,  ling;  ye  Tritons,  blow; 

Ye  Nereids,  dance;  ye  Billows,  flow; 

'Roll  to  my  meafures,  O  ye  Starry  Throng! 

Ye  Winds  !  in  concert  breathe  around; 

Ye  Navies;  to  the  concert  bound 
Trom  Pole  to  Pole !  To  Britain  all  belong. 

THE  MORAL. 

The  moft  happy  fliould  be  the  moll  virtuous.  Of 
Eternity .  What  Britain’s  arts  fliould  be.  Whence 
Jlaverj. 

I* 

BRITAIN!  thus  bleft,  thy  bleffing  know  ; 

Or  hlifs ,  in  vain  1  the  Gods  bellow  ; 

Its  end  fulfil,  means  cherifli,  fource  adore  : 

Vain  /wellings  of  thy  foul  reprefs; 

They  moft  may  lofe,  who  moft  pojjefs; 

Then  let  blifs  awet  and  tremble  at  thy  ftorc, 

II, 

Nor  be  too  fond  of  life  at  bejl , 

Her  chearful ,  not  enamour'd  gueft : 

Let  thought  fly  forward-,  ’twill  gay  profpecls  give; 
Profpeifts  immortal ;  that  deride 
'  A  Tyrian  wealth,  a  Perfian  pride} 

And  make  it  perfefl  fortitude  to  live. 

E  2 
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III. 

O  for  Eternity  !  a  fcene 
To  fair  adventurers  ferene  ! 

Q!  on  that  fea  to  deal  in  pure  renown! 

Traffic  with  Gods !  What  tranfports  roll! 
What  boundlefs  import  to  the  foul ! 

The  poor  man’s  empire  !  and  the  fubjedt’s  crown! 

IV. 

Adore  the  Gods,  and  plough  the  feas : 

The fe  be  thy  arts ,  O  Britain!  thefe. 

Xet  others  pant  for  an  immenfe  command ; 

Let  others  breathe  war’s  fiery  God; 

The  proudeh  vidlor  fears  thy  nod, 

Long  as  the  trident  Jills  thy  glorious  hand. 

V. 

Glorious,  while  Heaven-born  Freedom  lafls^ 
Which  Trade’s  foft  fpurious. daughter  blahs ; 
Tor  what  is  Tyranny?  A  monhrous  birth 
From  Luxury,  by  bribes  carefs’d, 

By  glowing  Power  in  /hades  comprefs’d; 
'Which  Jialks  around,  and  chains  the  groaning  earth. 
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This  [ubjeft  now  fir  it  fung.  How  fung.  Preferable- 
to  Pindar’s  fubjedts.  How  Britain  fiiould  be  fung 
by  AIL 

I. 

THEE,  Trade  !  I  firjl ,  who  boaft  no  (tore, 
Who  owe  thee  nought,  thus  (natch  from  fliore, 
The  fliore  of  Profe,  where  thou  haft  (lumber'd  longj 
And  fend  thy  flag  triumphant  down 
The  'ide  of  Time  to  lure  renown  ; 

O  biefs  my  country  !  and  thou  pay’d  my  fong*- 

II. 

Thou  art  the  Briton’s  noblefi  theme. 

Why,  then,  unfung?  My Jimple  aim 
To  drefs  plain  fenfc ,  and  fire  the  generous  blood  i 
Not  fport  imaginations  vain, 

But  lift,  with  yon  ethereal  train, 

The  filming  Mufe,  to  ferve  the  public  good. 

III. 

Of  ancient  art  *  and  ancient  praife , 

The  fprings  are  open’d  in  my  lays : 

Olympic  heroes’  ghofts  around  me  throng, 

And  think  their  glory  fung  anew ; 

Till  chiefs  of  equal  fame  they  view  ; 

Nor  grudge  to  Britons  bold  their  Theban  fong. 

*  —  Tibi  res  antiquae  Laudis,  &  Artis 
Ingredior,  fanftos  aufus  recludere  fontesi 
Afcrsum^ue  cano  Romana  per  oppida  carmen. 
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Not  Pindar’s  theme  with  mine  compares, 

As  far  furpaft,  as  ufcful  cares 
Tranfcend  diverfion  light  and  glory  vain : 

The  wreath  fatntaftic,  fiiouting  throng, 

And  panting  freed,  to  him  belong, 

The  charioteer’s ,  net  empire’s  golden  reign. 

V. 

Nor,  Chandos  !  thou  the  Mufe  defpife 
That  would  to  glowing  iEtna  rife 
(Such  Pindar’s  breaft),  thou  Theron  of  our  time  ! 
Seldom  to  man  the  Gods  impart 
A  Pindar’s  head,  or  Theron’s  heart ; 

2n  life,  or  fong,  how  rare  the  true  Sublime  / 

VI. 

None  Britijh-born ,  will  fure  difdain 
This  new,  bold,  moral,  patriot  (train. 

Though  not  with  genius,  with  fame  virtue  crown’d  j- 
(How  vain  the  Mufe  !)  the  lay  may  laft, 

Thus  twin’d  around  the  Britilli  Malt, 

The  Britifh  Mail:,  with  nobler  laurels  bound ! 

VII. 

Weak  ivy  curls  round  naval  oak , 

And  fmiles  at  wind  and  ftorrn  unbroke ; 

By  Hrength  not  hers  fublime  :  thus,  proud  to  foar, 
To  Britain’s  grandeur  cleaves  my  Jlrain ; 

And  lives,  and  echoes  through  the  plain , 

While  o’er  the  billow  Britain’s  thunders  roar. 

VIII.  Bs 
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VIII. 

Be  dumb,  ye  groveling  Sons  of  Verfe, 
"Whojing  not  actions,  but  rehearfc , 

And  fool  the  Mule  with  Impotent  defire  ; 

Ye  facrilegious  !  who  prefume 
To  tarnifh  Britain’s  naval  bloom, 

Sing  Britain’s  fame,  with  all  her  Hero’s  fire. 

THE  CHORUS. 

“  Ye  Syrens,  fing;  ye  Tritons,  blow; 

“  Ye  Nereids,  dance ;  ye  Billows,  flow  ; 

*(  Roll  to  my  meal'ures,  O  ye  Starry  Throng  ! 
“Ye  Winds  !  in  concert  breathe  around  ; 

“  Ye  Navies  !  to  the  concert  bound 
.**  From  Pole  to  Pole ;  to  Britain  all  belong; 

“  Britain  to  Heaven ;  from  Fleaven  defeends  my 
fong. 
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E  guardian  Gods!  who  wait  on  Kings, 


*  And  gently  touch  the  fecret  fprings 
Of  riling  Thought ;  folicit,  1  befeech, 

For  a  poor  Stranger,  come  from  far; 
Procure  a  fuppliant  traveller 
Eafe  of  accefs,  and  the  foft  hour  of  fpeech. 


II. 


’Tis  gain’d:  Hail,  Monarchs  great  and  wife! 
From  diftant  climes  and  dulky  Ikies, 

O’er  Seas,  and  Lands  I  flew,  your  ear  to  claim ; 
Yours  is  the  fun,  and  purple  vine ; 

Deep  in  the  frozen  North  I  pine ; 

Nor  vine,  nor  fun,  could  warm  me  like  my  theme. 


III. 


A  theme,-  how  great !  cn  yonder  tide, 

A  leaflets  forefl:  fpreading  wide, 

The  labour  of  the  deep,  my  Mufe  furveys : 

A  Fleet,  whofe  empire  o’er  the  wave, 

You  grant,  Time  ftrengthens,  Nature  gave; 
Now  bi  gwith  death,  the  terror  of  the  feas ! 


E  6 


IV.  Ye 


*4  THE  foreign  address,.. 


IV. .. 

Ye  great  by  fea !  ye  Shades  ador’d! 

Who  fir’d  the  bomb,  and  bath’d  the  fword, 
Arife  !  arife  !  arife  !  ’tis  Britain  charms  : 

Arife,  ye  boafl  of  former  wars  ! 

And,  pointing  to  your  glorious  fears, 

Rouze  me  to  yerfe ,  your  martial. fons  to  arms. 

V. 

’Tis  done:  and  fee,  fweet  Clio  brings 
From  heaven  her  deep-refounding  firings : 
Clio!  the  f  God,  which  gave  thy  charmingy^r//, . 
Demands  its  moll:  exalted  {Iraki, 

To  fing  the  Sovereign  of  the  Main  : 

Cf  Ocean’s  Queen,  what  wonders  wilt  thou  tell? 

VI. 

Such  wonders  as  may  pafs  for  fport, 

Or  vifion,  in  a,  Southern  Court :  [glow. 

But,  mighty  'Thrones!'  thofe.  truths  which  make  me 
Your  fathers  faw,  your  fons  fhall  fee, 

Then  quit  your  infidelity; 

Some  truths  his  better  to  believe ,  than  know 

VII. 

Believe  rat,  Kings l  at  Britain’s  nod, 

From  each  enchanted  grove,  and  wood, 

Huge  oaks  flalk  down  th:  unfhaded  mountain’s  fide ; 
The  lofty  pines  afhime  new  forms, 

Fly  round  the  globe,  and  live  ip  florms; 

And  tread  and  triumph  on  the  wandering  tide, 

*■  Neptune. 
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VIII. 

She  nods  again  :  the  labouring  Earth, 

Difclofes  a  ftupendous  birth: 

In  fmoaking  rivers  runs  her  molten  orey 
Thence,  monfters  of  enormous  lize, 

And  hideous  nature,  frowning  rife; 

Flame  from  "the  deck,  from  trembling  baftions  roar., 

IX. 

Thefe  minifters  of  wrath  fulfill, 

On  empires  wide,  an  Iiland’s  will ; 

If  friends  infulted,  or  fworn  treaties  broke,. 

Or  facred'Reafon?s  injur’d  caufe, 

Or  Nations’  violated  laws, 

Britannia’s  vengeance,  and  the  Gods  provoke. 

X.. 

As  yet,  Peace  fneaths  her  courage  keen* 

And  fpares  her  nitrous  magazine; 

Her  cannon  (lumber,  at  the  world’s  defire 
But,  give  juft  caufe,  at  once  they  blaze, 

At  once  they  thunder  from  the  feas, 

Touch’d  by  their  injur’d  mafter’s  foul  of  fire*, 

XL 

Then  Furies  rife  !  the  battle  raves ! 

And  rends  the  (kies,  and  warms  the  waves, 
And  calls  a  temped  from  the  peaceful  deep, 

In  fpite  of  nature,  fpight  of  Jove, 

While  all-ferene,  and  hulh’d  above, 

The  boifterous  winds  in  azure  chambers  deep* 

XII.  This 
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XII. 

This,  this,  my  Monarch si  is  the  fcene 
For  hearts  of  proof,  for  Gods  of  men  ; 

Here  war’s  whole  fling  is  fhot,  while  heart  is  fpent ! 
You  lport  in  arms;  how  pile,  how  tame, 

How  lambent  is  Bellona’s  flame, 

How  her  ftorms  languilh  on  the  continent ! 

XIII. 

A  fwarm  of  deaths,  the  mighty  bomb 
Now  fcatters  from  her  glowing  womb  ; 

How  the  chain’d  bolts,  in  dread  alliance  join’d, 
Red-wing’d  with  an  expanding  blaft, 

Sweep,  in  black  whirlwinds,  man  and  mall, 
And  leave  a  fing’d  and  naked  hull  behind. 

XIV. 

Now — but  I’m  flruck  with  pale  defpair : 

My  Patrons !  what  a  burft  was  there  ! 

The  ftrong-ribb’d  barks  at  once  difploding  fly  ! 
Infatiate  Death  1  compendious  Fate  ! 

Deep  wound  to  fome  brave  bleeding  ftate  ! 

One  moment’s  guilt,  a  thoufand  Heroes  die. 

XV. 

The  great,  gay,  graceful,  young,  and  brave, 
(Short  obfequies!)  the  fable  wave 
Involves  in  endlefs  night.  Ye  gravelefs  dead  ! 
Where  are  your  conquefls  ?  now  you  rove. 

Pale,  penlive,  through  the  coral  grove, 

Or  Ihrink  from  Britain  in  your  oozy  bed. 

XVI.  While 
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XVI. 

While  virgins  fair,  with  tender  toil. 

Of  fragrant  blooms  their  gardens  fpoil, 

Low  lie  the  brows  for  which  the  wreath’s  defign’d. 
In  fea-weed  wrapt :  alas !  how  vain 
The  hope,  the  joy,  the  care,  the  pain. 

The  love,  and  godlike  valour  of  mankind  ? 

XVII. 

Of  brafs  his  heart  who  durft  explore , 

Lockt  up  in  triple  brafs,  and  more, 

Who,  when  explor’d,  the  fecret  durft  explain , 
How,  in  one  inflant,  at  one  blow, 

The  maiden’s  figh,  tire  mother’s  throe, 

Of  half  a  widow’d  land,  to  render  vain. 

XVIII. 

See !  yon  cowFd  Fryar  in  his  cell. 

With  fulphur,  flame,  and  crucible; 

And  can  the  charms  of  gold  that  Saint  infpire  ? 

O  curfed  caufe !  O  curs’d  event  I 
O  wondrous  power  of  accident ! 

He  rivals  Gods,  and  fets  the  globe  on  fire. 

XIX. 

But  the  rank  growth  of  modern  ill, 

Too  well  deferv’d  that  fatal  fkill ; 

The  fkill,  by  which  dcjlrudtion  fwiftly  runs; 

And  feas,  and  lands,  and  worlds  lays  wafle. 
With  far  more  terror,  far  more  hafte, 

Than  ancient  Nimrod,  and  his  haughty  1’ons. 

XX.  In 
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XX. 

In  frown  and  force,  old  War  mufl  yield  ; 

The  char  lot- fcyth' d,  which  mow’d  the  field, 
The  ram ,  the  caflled  elephant  were  tame ; 

Tame  to  rang’d  ordnance ,  which  denies 
Superior  terror  to- the  Ikies  ; 

And  claims  the- cloud,  the  thunder,  and  the  flame; 
XXL 

The  flame ,  the  thunder ,  and  the  cloudy 
The  night  hy  day ,  the  flea  of  blood, 

Hofls  whirl'd  in  air ,  the  yell,  the  finking  throng, 
The  gravelefs  dead , .  an  ocean  warm'd , 

A  firmament  by  mortals  form'd , 

To  wrong’d  Britannia’s  angry  brow  belong.. 

XXII. 

Or  do  I  dream,  or.  do  I  rave? 

Or  do  I  fee  the  gloomy  cave, 

Where.  Jove’s  red  bolts  the  giant  brothers  frame  ? 
The  fwarthy  Gods  of  toil  and  heat , 

Loud  peals  on  mountain-anvils  beat, 

While  panting  tempefts  rouze  the  roaring  flame- 
XXIII. 

Ye  fons  of  iEtna !  hear  my  call ; 

Let  your  unfinifli’d  labours  fall ; 

That  flrield  of  Mars,  Minerva’s  helmet  blue; . 
Suipend  your  toils,  ye  brawny  throng ! 
Charm’d  by  the  magick  of  my  fong, 

Drop  th q  feign'd  thunder,  and  attempt  the  true ... 

XXIV.  Begin; 


THE  FOREIGN  ADDRESS;  Sty 


XXIV. 

Begin  ;  and,  fird,  take  winged  flight. 

Fierce  flames,  and  clouds  erf  thicked  nighty 
And  trembling  terror,  paler  than  the  dead'; 

Then  borrow  from  the  North  his  roar. 

Mix  groans,  and  death  ;  one  viol  pour 
Of  dread  Britannia’s  wrath ,  and  it  is  made.- 

XXV. 

Yet,  Peace  celedial !  may  thy  charms, 

Still  fire  our  breads,  though  clad  in  arms : 

If  fcenes  of  blood  avenging  Fates  decree, 

For  Thee  the  fword  brave  Britons  wield; 

For  Thee  charge  o’er  th’  embattled  field ; 

Or  plunge  through  faas,  through,  crimfon  feas,  fo/ 
Thee. 

XXVI. . 

Ev’n  now  for  peace  the  Gods  are  pred;- 
We  woo  the  nations  to  be  bled ; 

For  peace,  victorious  Kings  !  we  call  to  you  : 

For  peace,  on  pinions  of  the  dove , 

Soft  emblem  of  eternal  love  ! 

Through  wintery,  black,  tempeduous  (kies  I  flew. 
XXVII. 

My  *  former  lays  of  rough  contents,.. 

Of  waves,  aud  wars,  and  armaments,. 

Were  but  as  peals  of  ordnance  to  confefs 
Your  height  of  dignity  ;  to  clear 
Your  deaf,  your  /<2t<?-ob drafted  ear  ; 

And  wake  attention  to  more  mild  addrefls. 

The  foregoing  Stanzas. 

XXVIU.  I-Iave- 
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XXVIII. 

Have  I  not  heard  You  both  declare, 

Your  fouls  detefl:  the  purple  war, 

And  melt  in  anguifh  for  the  world’s  repofe  ? 

Hail  then,  all  hail !  your  wHh  is  crown’d, 

Your  god-like  zeal  through  time  renown’d, 
Through  Europe  bled ;  with  joy  her  heart  o’erflows*' 

XXIX. 

Your  friend,  your  brother  of  the  North, 

To  meet  your  arms,  comes  foiling  forth, 

And  leads  foft-handed  Peace  :  hew  powerful  He  ! 
His  numerous  race,  the  bloffoms  bright 
Of  golden  empire,  radiant  fight ! 

Endlefs  beam-on  into  eternity. 

XXX. 

What  long  allies  !— The  virgin  train, 

Your  molt  obdurate  foes  may  gain  : 

See,  how  their  charms  in  lineal  luftre  fiiine  ? 
Through  ever j  genuine  branch,  the  Sire 
Has  darted  rays  of  temper’d  fire  ; 

The  Mother  breath’d  foft  air,  and  bloom  divine.- 

XXXI. 

How  fair  the  Field  !  ye  Aonian  Bees  *! 

The  flowers  ambrofial  fondly  feize, 

Luxurious  draw  the  fweet  Hyblean  ftrain  ; 

That  Gods  may  lean  from  Heaven  to  hear. 

And  my  thron'd  Patrons  ravifh  d  ear 
The  foul’s  rich  neftar  drink,  and  third  again. 

*  Ye  Poets. 
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Ev’n  mine,  They  tafle ;  and  with  fuccefs : 
Ambition’s  fumes  my  flrains  reprefs ; 

The  fever  flies ;  no  noxious  thoughts  ferment ; 

No  frenzy ,  taking  friends  for  foes ; 

The  pulfe  fubfides ;  they  feek  repofe  £ 

Nor  I  my  winged  embafly  repent. 

XXXIII. 

No  :  by  the  blood  of  Blenheim’s  plain, 

I  fwear,  the  rumour’d  war  is  vain  ; 

Shall  Gallic  faith  and.  friendfltip  ever  ceafe  ? 

I  fwear,  by  Europe’s  lovely  dread, 

I  fwear,  by  great  Eliza’s  fliade, 

The  wife  Iberian  is  the  friend  ofTeace. 

XXXIV. 

Yet,  left  I  fail  (for  Prophets  old,. 

Not  all  infallibly  foretold) 

We  fet  our  naval  terrors  in  array. 

Know,  Britons  !  an  Auguitus  reigns ; 

If  foes  compel,  fend  forth  your  chains, 

While  haughty  thrones,  uncenfur’d,  might  obey. 

XXXV. 

O  could  I  ling  as  you  have  fought, 

I’d  raife  a  monument  of  thought. 

Bright  as  the  fun  ! — How  you  burn  at  my  heart ! 
How  the  drums  all  around, 

Seul-rouzing  refouud  1 
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Swift  drawn  from  the  thigh, 

How  the  /words  flame  on  high  ! 

How  the  cannon,  deep  knell ! 

Fates  of  kingdoms  foretell  ? 

How  to  battle,  to  battle,  lick  of  feminine  art. 

How  to  battle,  to  conqueft,  to  glory,  we  dart  1 
.  XXXVI. 

But  who  gives  conqueft  ?  He,  whofe  ray 
To  darknefs  links  the  blaze  of  day; 

Whofe  boundlefs  favour  far  out-flows  the  main-;- 
Whofe  power  the  raging  waves  can  Hill !— — 

O  curb  more  rebel  human  will, 

With  peace,  O  1  blefs  us,  or  in  warfuftain. 
XXXVII. 

Doll  Thou  fullain  ? — Ye  twinkling  fry! 

That  fwim  the  feas,  glide  gently  by ; 

Though  your  fcales  glitter,  though  your  numbers 
fwarm, 

Ah  !  gently  glide,  for  life’s  dear  fake  : 

Nor  dare  Leviathan  awake., 

Who  fpouts  a  river,  and  who  breathes  a  ftorm. 
XXXVIII. 

:  Would  you  a  nation’s  genius  know  ?* 

Alike  her  Bards  and  Warriors  glow : 

High  founds  my  fong  ?  Immortal  breathes  the  lyre  l 
Along  the  chords  that  ardour  runs, 

Which  flings  Britannia’s  rulhing  fons 
To  flaming  deeds —  might  nobler  Lays  infpire* 

XXXIX.  If 
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If  Hill  vain  hopes  of  conqueft  fwell*  1 
How  vain  ev’n  conqueft,  ponder  well : 

It  ftains,  it  brands,  but  when  the  caufe  is  good: 

Are  you  not  men  P  Think,  what  are  they,- 
Your  wanton  wars  reduce  to  clay; 

■Nor  lay  the  Summer’s  dull  with  kindred  blood. 

-XL. 

Is  there  a  charm  in  dying  groans  ? 

See  yonder  vale  *  of  human  bone3 ! 

The  generous  heart  would  melt,  that  won  the  day; 
Would  melt,  and,  with  the  Prophet,  cry, 

“  To  breathe  new  fouls,  ye  Zephyrs ,  fly  ; 
u  Ye  winged  brothers,  all !  hafte,  hafte  away.” 

XLI. 

Frown  you  P  Frown  on  ;  your  hour  is  paft  !  | 
The  fignal  wafted  in  that  blaft, 

Speaks  Britan’s  awful  Senate  met :  beware, 

Left,  in  her  fcale  (the  womb  of  right  !) 

With  all  your  arms,  you’re  found  too  light. 

Till  Jmiles  encreafe  that  weight  your  frowns  impair, 
XLII. 

For  mark  the  fcene  of  deep  debate, 

Where  Britons  fit  on  Europe’s  fate ; 

What  loom'd  exploit  adorns  it,  and  infpires'? 

The  walls,  the  very  walls  advife; 

Each  mean,  degenerate  thought  chaftife  ; 

And  rouze  the  fons  with  all  their  fathers’  fires : 

*  Ezek. 
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XLIII. 

Teach  them  the  flyle  they  us’d  of  old. 

Would  Britain  have  her  anger  told  ? 

O!  never  let  a  meaner  language  found. 

Than  that  which  through  black  aether  rowls, 
Than  that  which  proftrates  human  fouls, 

And  rocks  pale  realms,  when  angry  Gods  have 
frown’d. 

XLIV, 

Gods,  and  their  noblelt  offspring  here , 

Soft  terms  refus’d,  impofe  fevere : 

Ye  nations  !  know  ;  know,  all  ye  feeptred  powers 
In  fulphurous  night,  and  rnafly  balls, 

And  hoods  of  flame,  the  tempeft  falls. 

When  Pride  prefumes,  and  Britain’s  Senate  lowers 
XLV. 

A  brighter  aera  is  begun  ! 

Our  fame  advances  with  the  fun  ! 

A  Virgin  Senate  blooms  !  Her  bofom  heaves 

With  fomething  great,  with  fomething  new-; 
Something  our  god-like  fires  may  view, 

And  not  abafh’d  fhrink  back  into  their  graves. 
XLVI. 

No!  Britain’s  {lumbering  Genius  wakes  ; 
What  other  Churchills?  other  Drakes? — - 
What  Caftle  nods  ?  what  Lilies  ceafe  to  fmile-? 
What  Lion  roars  ?  what  Fleets  in  flight  ? 
W7hat  Towns  in  flames  ?  (prophetic  fight !) 
What  Eagle  mounting  from  the  burning  pile  ? 

XLVII.  And 
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XL  VII. 

And  now,  who  cenfures  this  Addrefs  ? 

Thus,  Crowns,  States,  Common-men,  make 
peace  : 

'They  fwell,  footh,  double,  dive,  fwear,  pray,  defy : 
And  when  rank  Interell  has  prevail’d, 

And  Artifice  the  treaty  feai’d, 

Stark  Love  and  Conference  own  the  baftard  tie. 
XLVIII. 

AmbafTadors,  ye  mouths  of  Kings ! 

Ye  mijjive  Monarchs!  Empire’s  wings  ! 

"What  though  the  Mufe  province  proudly  chofe? 
’Tis  a  reprizal  fairly  made, 

Her  province  you  long  fince  invade, 

Ye  perfect  Poets  !  in  the  vale  of  Profe. 

XLIX. 

More  fafe,  O  Mufe  !  that  humble  vale. 

Than  the  proud  furge,  and.  ftormy  gale : 

Thy  dangerous  feas  with  wrecks  are  cover’d  o’er: 
Dulnefs  and  Frenzy  curie  thy  ftreams, 

Rocks,  infamous  for  murder’d  names ! 

-Q  !  flrike  thy  fwelling  fails,  and  make  to  fhore. 

L. 

While  warmer  climes,  in  cooler  ftrains, 

On  tented  fields,  or  dully  plains, 

The  bleeding  horfe,  and  horfeman  htirl  to  ground ; 
’Tis  mine  to  fing,  and  fing  the  firji , 

That  mighty  fhock,  that  dreadful  burft 
Of  war,  which  bellows  through  the  feas  profound. 

LI.  Nor 
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LI. 

Nor  mean  the  fong,  or  great  my  blame-; 

When  fuch  the  Patrons,  fuch  the  Theme, 

Who  might  not  glow,  foar,  paint,  with  rage  divine-? 
Truth,  Ample  Truth,  I  proudly  dreft, 

In  Fancy’s  robe  ;  her  flowery  veil 
Dipt  in  the  curious  colours  of  the  Nine. 

LII. 

But,  ah  !  ’tis  pall :  I  link  ;  I  faint : 

Nor  more  can  glow,  or  foar,  or  paint ; 

The  refluent  raptures  from  my  bofom  roll  ; 

To  Heaven  returns  the  facred  Maid, 

And  all  her  golden  vifions-fade, 

Ne’er  to  revifit  my  tumultuous  foul. 

LIII. 

My  vocal  Shell !  which  Thetis  form’d 
Beneath  the  waves,  which  Venus  warm’d 
With  all  her  charms  (if  antient  tales  be  true), 

And  in  thypearly  bofom  glow’d, 

Ere  Pasan  fiver  chords  bellow’d ; 

My  Shell  !  which  Clio  gave,  which  Kings 
applaud, 

Which  Europe’s  bleeding  Genius  call’d  abroad. 
Adieu,  Pacific  Lyre  !  my  laurel' d  Thrones !  adieu. 
Hear,  Atticus !  your  Sailor’s  fong ;  I  fing,  I  live 
-for  you. 
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reflections 

ON  THE  PUBLIC  SITUATION 

OF  THE  KINGDOM,  1745, 

INSCRIBED  TO 

THE  DUKE  OF  NEWCASTLE. 

*  ■ 

C  L  A 

HOLLES!  immortal  in  far  more  than  famel 
Be  thou  illuftrious  in  far  more  than  power. 
Great  things  are  fmall  when  greater  rife  to  view. 
Though  ftation’d  high,  and  prefs’d  with  public  cares, 
Difdain  not^to  perufe  my  ferious  fong, 

Which  peradventure  may  pulh  by  the  world : 

Of  a  few  moments  rob  Britannia’s  weal, 

And  leave  Europa’s  counfels  lefs  mature; 

For  thou  art  noble,  and  the  theme  is  great. 

Nor  lhall  or*Europe  or  Britannia  blame  I» 
Thine  abfent  ear,  but  gain  by  the  delay. 

Long  vers’d  in  fenates  and  in  cabinets, 

States’  intricate  demands  and  high  debates! 

'As  thou  of  ufe  to  thofe,  fo  this  to  thee ; 

And  in  a  point  that  empire  far  outweighs, 

That  far  outweighs  all  Europe’s  thrones  in  one. 
Let  greatnefs  prove  its  title  to  be  great. 

’Tis  Power’s  fupreme  prerogative  to  flarnp 
On  others’  minds  an  image  of  its  owm 

F  2 
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Bend  the  ftrong  influence  of  high  place,  to  ftem  20 
The  ftream  that  fweeps  away  the  country’s  weal  ; 
The  Stygian  ftream,  the  torrent  of  our  guilt, 
par  as  thou  may’ll:  give  life  to  Virtue’s  caufe; 

Let  not  the  ties  of  perfonal  regard 

Betray  the  nation’s  trufts  to  feeble  hands :  35 

Let  not  fomented  flames  of  private  pique 

Prey  on  the  vitals  of  the  public  good : 

Let  not  our  ftreets  with  blafphemies  refound, 

Nor  Lewdnefs  whifper  where  the  laws  can  reach : 
Let  not  beft  laws,  the  wifdom  of  our  Jires,  30 
Turn  fatires  on  their  funk  degenerate  fons, 

The  baftards  of  their  blood !  and  ferve  no  point 
But,  with  more  emphafis.,  to  call  them  fools ; 

Let  not  our  rank  enormities  unhinge 
Britannia’s  welfare  from  divine  fupport.  35 

Such  deeds  the  Minifter,  the  Prince,  adorn; 

No  power  is  fliown  but  in  fuch  deeds  as  thefe  : 

All,  ;aU  ,is  impotence  but  a6ting  right  ; 

And  where’s  the  ftatefman  butwouldihew  his  power? 
To  prince  and  people  thou,  of  equal  zeal!  40 
Be  it  henceforward  but  thy  fecond  care 
To  grace  thy  country,  and  fupport  the  throne ; 
Though  this  fupported,  that  adorn’d  fo  well, 

A  throne  fuperior  our  firft  homage  claims ; 

To  Crefar’s  Cadar  our  firft  tribute  due :  45 

A  tribute  which,  unpaid,  makes  fpecious  wrong 
And  fplendid  facrilege  of  all  befide : 

Illuftrious  follows;  we  muft  firft  be  juft; 

And  what  fo  juft  as  awe  for  the  Supreme? 
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Lefs  fear  we  rugged  ruffians  of  the  North,  5® 
Than  Virtue’s  well-clad  rebels  nearer  homej- 
Lefs  Loyola’s  difguis’d,  all-aping  fons, 

Than  traitors  lurking  in  our  appetites ; 

Lefs  all  the  legions  Seine  and  Tagus  fend, 

Than  unrein’d  paffions  rufhlng  on  our  peace :  ££ 

Yon’  favage  mountaneers  are  tame  to  thefe. 

Againd  thofe  rioters  fend  forth  the  laws, 

And  break  to  Reafon’s  yoke  their  wild  careers. 

Prudence  for  all  things  points  the  proper  hour. 
Though  fomefeem  more  importunate  and  great.  60 
Though  Britain’s  generous  views  andintereds  fpread 
Beyond  the  narrow  circle  of  her  fliores, 

And  their  grand  entries  make  on  didant  lands  ; 
Though  Britain’s  Genius  the  wide  wave  bedridesy 
And,  like  a  vaft  ColofTus,  towering  (lands  65" 
With  one  foot  planted  on  the  Continent; 

Yet  be  not  wholly  wrapp’d  in  public  cares, 

Though  fuch  high  cares  (houldcall  as  call’d  of  late; 
The  caufe  of  kings  and  emperors  adjourn, 

And  Europe’s  little  balance  drop  a  while;  ,70- 
For  greater  drop  it :  ponder  and  adjuft 
The  rival  intereds  and  contending  claims. 1 
Of  life  and  death,  of  now  and  of  for-ever; 
Sublimed  theme;  and  needful  as  fublime. 

Thus  great  Eliza’s  oracles  renown’d,  75 

Thus  Walfirigham  and  Raleigh  (Britain’s  boads!), 
Thus  every  datefman  thought  that  ever — d/d. 
There ’s  infpiration  in  a  fable  hour, 

And  Death’s  approach  makes  politicians  wife. 

F  3  When, 
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When,  thunderbruck,  that  eagle  Wolfey  fell;  So 
When  ro)>  ah  favour,  as  an  ebbing  fea, 

Like  a  leviathan,  his  grandeur  left. 

His  gafping  grandeur!'  naked  on  the  brand, 

Naked  of  human,  doubtful  of  di\ine, 

Aflibance;  no  more  wallowing  in  his  wealth,  85 
Spouting  proud  foams  of  infolence  no  more, 

On  what,  then,  fmote  his  heart,  uncardinal’d, 
And  funk  beneath  the  level  of  a  man?. 

On  the  grand  article,  the  fum  of  things ! 

The  point  of  the  firb  magnitude  !  that  point  90 
Tubes,  mounted  in  a  court,  but  rarely  reach; 
Some  painted  cloud  bill  intercepts  their  fight. 

Firb  right  to  judge;  then  chufe  ;  then  perfevei'C, 
Stedfab,  as  if  a  crown  or  mibrefs  call’d.—^ 
Thefe,  thefe  are  politics  will  band  the  teb,  95 
When  finer  politics  their  mabers  bing, 

And  batefmen  fain  would  fhrink  to  common  men.. 
Thefe,  thefe  are  politicks  will  anfwer  now, 
(When  common  men  would  fain  to  batefmen  fwell). 
.Beyond  a  Machiavel’s  or  Tencin’s  fcheme.  100 
All  fafety  rebs  on  honeb  counfels :  thefe 
Immortalize  the  batefman,  blefs  the  bate, 

Make  the  prince  triumph,  and  the  people  bullet¬ 
in  peace  rever’d,  or  terrible  in  arms, 
Clofe-leagu’d  with  an  invincible  ally  105; 

Which,  honeb  counfels  never  fail  to  fix 
In  favour  of  an  unabandon’d  land; 

A  land — that  barts  at  fuch  a  land  as  this, 

A  parliament,  fo  principled,  will  fink 
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AH  ancient  fchools  of  empire  in  difgrace  no 
And  Britain’s  glory,  rifing  from  the  dead, 

Will  fill  the  world,  loud  Fame’s  fuperior  long. 

Britain  ! — that  word  pronounc’d  is  an  alarm; 

It  warms  the  blood,  though  frozen  in  our  veins; 
Awakes  the  foul,  and  fends  her  to  the  field,  11$ 
Enamour’d  of  the  glorious  face  of  Death. 

Britain! — there ’s  noble  magic  in  the  found. 

O  what  illuftrious  images  arife! 

Embattled,  round  me,  blaze  the  pomps  of  war ! 
By  fea,  by  land,  at  home,  in  foreign  climes,  12* 
What  full-blown  laurels  on  our  fathers’  brows ! 

Ye  radiant  Trophies!  and  imperial  Spoils! 

Ye  Scenes! — aftonifhing  to  modern  fight! 

Let  me,  at  leaft,  enjoy  you  in  a  dream. 

Why  vanilh?  Stay,  ye  godlike  Grangers!  {lay.  135 
Strangers  !— I  wrong  my  countrymen:  they  wake; 
High  beats  the  pulfe;  the  noble  pulfe-of  War 
Beats  to  that  ancient  meafure,  that  grand  march. 
Which  then  prevail’d,  when  Britain  highefl:  foar’d. 
And  every  battle  paid  for  heroes  {lain.  130 

No  more  our  great  fore-fathers  {lain  our  cheeks 
With  blulhes  ;  their  renown  our  Ihame  no  more. 

In  military  garb,  and  fudden  arms, 
tJ*p. ftarts  Old  Britain;  crofiers  are  laid. by; 

Trade  wields  the  fword,  and  Agriculture  leaves  135 
Her  ha’ f-tu’rn’d  furrow :  other  harvefts  fire 
A  nobler  avarice,  avarice  of  renown  ! 

And  laurels  are  the  growth  of  every  field. 

*  F  4  la 


304  ON  THE  PUBLIC  SITUATION 


In  diftant  courts  is  our  commotion  felt ; 

And  lefs  like  gods  fit  monarchs  on  their  thrones.  14a 
What  arm  can  want  or  linews  or  fuccefsr, 

"Which,  lifted  from  an  honeft  heart,  defcends, 
With  all  the  weight  of  Britifh  wrath,  to  cleave 
The  Papal  mitre,  or  the  Gallic  chain, 

At  every  Broke,  and  fave  a  finking  land?  14.5. 

Or  death  or  vidlory  mu  ft  be  refolv’d; 

To  dream  of  mercy,  O  how  tame!  how  mad! 
"Where,  o’er  black  deeds,'  the  crucifix  difplay’d 
Fopls  think  heaven  purchas’d  by  the  blood  they  filed} 
I3y  giving,"  not  fupporting,  pains  and  death  !  15a 

Ncr  fimple  death!  where  they  the  greateft  faiutS- 
ITho  m  oft  fub  due  all  tenaernefs  of  heart; 

Students  in  torture!  where,  in  zeal  to  him,. 

Whofe  darling  title  is  The  Prince  of  Peace, 

The  beft  turn  ruthlefs  butchers  for  our  fakes ;  155 
To  fave  us  in  a  world  they  recommend, 

And  yet  forbear,  themfelves  with  earth  content: 
What  modefty! — fuch  virtues  Rome  adorn! 

And  chiefly  thofe  who  Rome’s  firft  honours  wear, 
Whofe  namefrom}efus,aodwhofe  arts  from  hell !  160 
And  fiiali  a  Pope-bred  princeling  crawl  aflbore. 
Replete  with  venom,  guiitlefs  of  a  fling, 

And  wkiftlecut-throats, with  thofe  fwords  that  fcrap’d 
Their  barren  rocks  for  wretched  fuftenance, 

To  cut  his  paflage  to  the  Britifh  throne?  165 

One  that  has  fuck’d-in  malice  with  his  milk, 

Malice  to  Britain,  Liberty,  and  Truth? 
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Lefs  favage  was  his  brother-robber’s  nurfe, 

The  howling  nurfe  of  plundering  Romulus, 

Ere  yet  far  worfe  than  Pagan  harbour’d  there.  1 70 
Hail  to  the  brave  !  be  Britain  Britain  Hill: 
Britain!  high  favour’d  of  indulgent  Heaven! 
Nature’s  anointed  Emprefs  of  the  deep! 

The  nurfe  of  merchants,  who  can  purchafe  crowns! 
Supreme  in  commerce!  that  exuberant  fource  175 
Of  wealth,  the  nerve  of  war;  of  wealth,  the  blood, 
The  circling  current  in  a  nation’s  veins, 

To  fet  high  bloom  on  the  fair  face  of  Peace! 

This  once  l'o  celebrated  feat  of  power, 

From  which  efcap’d  the  mighty  Crefar  triumph’d^- 
Of  Gallic  lilies  this  eternal  blad  l 
This  terror  of  Armadas  !  this  true  bolt 
Ethereal-temper’d,  to  reprefs  the  vain 
Salmonean  thunders  from  the  Papal  chair! 

This  fmail  hie  wide -realm’ d  monarchs  eye  with  awe ! 
Which  fays  to;  their  ambition’s  foaming  waves, 

*“  Thus  for,  nor  farther!” — Let  her  hold,  in  life, 
Nought  dear  disjoin’d  from  freedom  and  renown  ;; 
Renown,  our  anceilors’  great  legacy, 

To  be  tranfmitted  to  their  latefl  fons.  190 

By  .thoughts  inglorious,  and  un-Britilh  deeds. 
Their  cancel’d  will  is  impioully  profan’d, 
Inhumanly  difturb’d  their  facred  dull. 

Their  facred  dull  with  recenf  laurels  crown, 

By  your  ovrn  valour  won.  This  facred  ifie,  195 
Cut  from  the  Continent,  that  world  of  Haves' ; 

F  5  This 
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This  temple  built  by  Heaven’s  peculiar  care. 

In  a  recefs  from  the  contagions  world, 

With  ocean  pour’d  around  it  for  its  guard. 

And  dedicated,  long,  to  Liberty,  200 

That  health,  thatflrength,  that  bloom,  of  civil  life ! 
This  temple  of  Rill  more  divine ;  of  faith 
Sifted  from  errors,  purify’d  by  flames, 

Like  gold,  to  take  anew  Truth’s  heavenly  Ramp, 
And  (riling  both  in  luftre  and  in  weight)  205 
With  her  blefs’d  Mailer’s  unmaim’d  image  Ihine  j 
Why  fliould  Ihe  longer  droop?  why  longer  aft 
As  an  accomplice  with  the  plots  of  Rome  ? 

Why  longer  lend  an  edge  to  Bourbon’s  fword, 

And  give  him  leave,  among  his  daftard  troops,  21© 
To  mufler  that  ftrong  fuccour,  Albion’s  crimes  ? 
Send  his  felf-impotent  ambition  aid. 

And  crown  the  conquefl  of  her  fiercefl  foes  ? 

Where  are  her  foes  moll:  fatal?  blulhing  Truth, 

“  In  her  friends’  voces,” — with  a  ligh  replies.  215 
Empire  on  Virtue’s  rock  unfliaken  Rands ; 

Flux,  as  the  billows,  when  in  vice  diflolv’d. 

If  Heaven  reclaims  us  by  tRfe'feourge  of  war. 
What  thanks  are  due  to  Paris  and  Madrid? 

Would  they  a  revolution? — Aid  their  aim,  22* 

But  be  the  revolution — in  our  hearts ! 

Would’ft  thou  (whofehand  is  at  the  helm)  the  bark. 
The  fliaken  bark  of  Britain,  fliould  out-ride 
The  prefent  blafl,  and  every  future  florm? 

(Uye  it  that  balafl  which  alone  has  weight  225 

With 
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With  him  whom  wind,  and  waves,  and  war,  obey. 

Perfift.  Are  others  fubtle?  thou  be  wife: 

Above  the  Florentine’s  court-fcience  raife; 

Stand  forth  a  Patriot  of  the  moral  world ; 

The  pattern,  and  the  patron,  of  the  juft:  236 

Thus  ftrengthen  Britain’s  military  ftrength; 

Give  its  own  terror  to  the  fvvord  ihe  draws. 

Aik  you,  *  ‘  What  mean  I  ?” — The  moftobvious  truth ; 

Armies  and  fleets  alone  ne’er  won  the  day. 

When  our  proud  arms  are  once  difarm’d,difarm’d  235 

Of  aid  from  Him  by  whom  the  mighty  fall ; 

Of  aid  from  Him  by  whom  the  feeble  ftand; 

Who  takes  away  the  keeneft  edge  of  battle, 

Or  gives  the  fword  commiflion  to  deftroyj 

Who  blafts,  or  bids  the  martial  Laurel  bloom—  24® 

Emafculated,  then,  moft  manly  might } 

Or,  though  the  might  remains,  it  nought  avails : 

Then  wither’d  Weaknefs  foils  the  finevvy  arm 

Of  man’s  meridian  and  high-hearted  power: 

Our  naval  thunders,  and  our  tented  fields  245 

With  travel’d  banners  fanning  fouthern  climes, 

W’hat  do  they?  This;  and  more  what  can  they  do? 

When  heap’d  the  meafure  of  a  kingdom’s  crimes. 

The  prince  moft  dauntlefs,  the  firft  plume  of  war. 

By  fuch  bold  inroads  into  foreign  lands,  250 

Such  elongation  of  our  armaments, 

But  ftretches  out  the  guilty  nation’s  neck. 

While  Heaven  commands  her  executioner. 

-  -  *  7 
Some  lei’s  abandon’d  nation  to  difcharge 


F  6 


Hcjr 


fofc  ON  THE  PUBLIC  SITUATION 


Her  full-ripe  vengeance  in  a  final  blow, 

And  tell  the  world  “  Not  ftrongis  human  flrength; 
“  And  that  the  proudeft  empire  h-olds  of  Heaven.**' 
O  Britain  !  often  refcued,  often  crown’d, 

Beyond  thy  merit  or  moil:  {anguine  hopes, 

With  all  that’s  great  in  war,  or  fweet  in  peace !  26 a 
Know  from  what  fource  thy  fignal  bleifings  flow* 
Though  blefs’d  with  fpirits  ardent  in  the  field, 
Though  covered  various  oceans  with  thy  fleets, 
Though  fenc’d  with  rocks,  and  moated  by  the  main. 
Thy  trufl:  repofe  in  a  far  flronger  guard ;  2OJ 
In  him  who  thee,  though  naked,  could  defend; 
Thou  gh  weak,  cqyuldftrengthen ;  ruin’d,  could  reftore. 
How  oft’,  toTell  what  arm  defends  thine  ifle, 

To  guard  her  welfare,  and  yet  check  her  pride, 
Have  the  winds  fnatch’d  the  victory  from  War  ?  2  70 
Or,  rather,  won  the  day,  when  War  defpair’d  ? 
How  oft’  has  providential  fuceour  aw’d, 

Aw’d  while  it  blefs’d  us,  confcious  of  our  guilt  ? 
Struck  dead  all  confidence  in  human  aid, 

And,  while  we  triumph’d,  made  us  tremble  too  !  275 
Well  may  we  tremble  now;  what  manners  reign£ 
But  wherefore  alk  we,  when  a  true  reply 
Wotild  fhock  too  much  r1  Kind  Heaven  !  avert  events 
Whofe  fatal  nature  might  reply  too  plain! 
Heaven’s  half-bar’d  arm  of  vengeance  has  been  wav’d 
In  northern  fkies,  and  pointed  to  the  fouth.  2S5 
Vengeance  delay’d  but  gathers  and  ferments; 
More  formidably  blackens  in  the  wind ; 
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Brews  deeper  draughts  of  unrelenting  wrath, 

And  higher  charges  the  fufpended  dorm.  285, 
“  That  public  vice  portends  a  public  fall” — 

Is  this  conjecture  of  adventurous  Thought  ? 

Or  pious  Coward’s  pulpit-cufhion’d  dream? 

Far  from  it.  This  is  certain  ;  this  is  fate. 

What  fays  Experience,,  in  her  awful  chair  290 
Of  ages,  her  authentic  annals  fpread 
Xround  her?  What  fays  Reafon,  eagle-ey’d? 

Nay,  what  fays  Common  Senfe,  with  common  Care 
Weighing  events,  and  caufes,  in  her  fcale? 

All  give  one  verdict,  one  decifion  llgn;  295 
And  this  the  fentence  Delphos  could  not  mend  : 

“  Whatever  fecondary  props  may  rife 
“  From  politics,  to  build  the  public  peace, 

“  The  balls  is  the  manners  of  the  land. 

“  When  rotten  tnefe,  the  politician’s  wiles  300 
“  But  druggie  with  dedruCtion,  as  a  child 
“  With  giants  huge,  or  giants  with  a  Jove. 

“  The  datefman’s  arts  to  conjure  up  a  peace, 

“  Or  military  phantoms  void  of  force, 

“  But  fcare  away  the  vultures  for  an  hour;  305 
“  The  fcent  cadaverous  (for,  oh!  how  rank 
“  Thedench  of  profligates !)  foon  lures  them  back; 
“  On  the  proud  flutter  of  a  Gallic  wing 
“  Soon  they  return;  foon  make  their  full  defcent; 
“  Soon  glut  their  rage,  and  riot  in  our  ruin;  310 
“  Their  idols  grac’d,  and  gorgeous  with  our  fpoils, 

“  Of 
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“  Of  univerfal  empire  fure  prefage  ! 

“  Till  now  repell’d  by  feas  of  Britilh  blood.” 

And  whence  the  manners  of  the  multitude  ? 

The  colours  of  their  manners,  black  or  fair,  315 
Falls  from  above ;  from  the  complexion  falls 
Of  ftate  Qthellos,  or  white  men  in  power: 

And  from  tb  greater  height  example  falls, 

Greater  the  weight,  and  deeper  its  imprefs 
In  ranks  inferior,  p  Lire  to  the  flroke:  32^ 

From  the  court -mint,  hearts  the  current  coin, 
The  pulpi-L  prefer,  but  the  pattern  drives. 

Win  rends  then,  bonds  how  manifold,  and  ftrong 
To  dn'  -  double  duty,  are  the  great? 

An-  are  'here  Samfon?  that  can  burll  them  ail ?  323 
Yes,  z.  1  great  minds  that  flaod  in  need  of  none, 
Whole  pul  fe  heats  virtues,  and  w  r  ofe  generous  blood 
Aids  mental  motives,  to  pufh-on  renown, 

In  emulation  of  their  glorious  fires, 

From  v  horn  rolls  down  the  coni’ecrated  ftream.  33# 
St  me  fow  good  feeds  in  the  glad  people’s  hearts. 
Some  'cur fed  tares,  like  Satan,  in  the  text: 

This  makes  a  foe  molt  fatal  to  the  Hate; 

A  foe  tv  ho  (like  a  wizard  in  his  cell) 

In  his  dark  cabinet  of  crooked  fchemes,  33$ 

Refembling  Cuma’s  gloomy  grot,  the  forge 
Of  boafted  oracles,  and  real  lies, 

(Aided,  perhaps,  by  lecond-iighted  Scots, 

French  Magi,  relics  riding  poll  from  Rome, 

A  Gothic  hero  *  riling  from  the  dead,  340 
*  Tbe  invader  aflefts  the  character  of  Charles  XII.  of  Sweden. 

'  And. 
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And  changing  for  fpruce  plaid  his  dirty  Ihroud, 
With  fuccour  fuitable  from  lower  dill) 

A  foe  who,  thefe  concurring  to  the  charm, 

Excites  thofe  dorms  that  lhall  o’erturn  the  date. 
Rend  up  her  ancient  honours  by  the  root,  345 
And  lay -the  boad  of  ages,  the  rever’d 
Of  nations,  the  dear-bought  with  fumlefs  wealth 
And  blood  illudrious,  (fpite  of  her  La  Hogues, 
Her  Crefleys,  and  her  Blenheims)  in  the  dud. 

How  mud  this  drike  a  horror  through  the  bread, 
Through  every  generous  bread  where  honour  reigns. 
Through  every  bread  where  honour  claims  a  fliare  ? 
Yes,  and  through  every  bread  of  honour  void? 
This  thought  might  animate  the  dregs  of  men; 
Ferment  them  into  fpirit ;  give  them  dre  353 
To  fight  the  caufe,  the  black  opprobrious  caufe, 
Foul- core  of  all !  corruption  at  our  hearts.  > 

What  wreck  of  empire  has  the  dream  of  l  ime 
Swept,  with  their  vices,  from  the  mountain  height 
Of  grandeur,  deify’d  by  half  mankind,  360 
To  dark  Oblivion’s  melancholy  lake, 

Or  flagrant  Infamy’s  eternal  brand  1  1 

Thofe  names,  at  which  furrounding  nations  fljiook, 

Thofe  names  ador’d,  a  nuifance  !  or  forgot! 

Nor  this  the  caprice  of  a  doubtful  dye,  365 

But  Nature’s  courfe;  no  Angle  chance  againd  it. 

For  know,  my  Lord  1  ’tis  writ  in  adamant, 

’Tis  fixt,  as  is  the  balls  of  the  world, 

^hofe  kingdoms  Hand  or  fall  by  the  decree. 
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Whatfawthefeeyes,furpriz’d  ?--Yetwhyfurpris’d 

For  aid  divine  the  crifis  feem’d  to  call, 

And  how  divine  was  the  monition  given  ! 

As  late  I  walk’d  the  night  in  troubled  thought, 

My  peace  difturb’d  by  rumours  from  the  North, 
While  thunder,  o’er  my  head,  portentous,  roll’d, 

As  giving  fignal  of  fome  ftrange  event, 

And  Ocean  groan’d  beneath  for  her  he  lov’d, 
Albion  the  Fair!  fo  long  his  empire’s  queen, 
Whole  reign  is,  now,  contefied  by  her  foes, 

On  her  white  cliffs  (a  tablet  broad  and  bright,  380 
Strongly  reflecting  the  pale  lunar  ray) 

By  Fate’s  own  iron  pen  I  faw  it  writ, 

And  thus  the  title  ran  : 

THE  statesman’s  CREKX>. 

“  Ye  States!  and  Empires!  nor  of  empires  lea#, 

“  Tho’ lea# in  fize,-  hear,  Britain!’  thou  whofe  lot, 
“  Whofe  final  lot,  is  in  the  balance  laid! 

“•  Irrefolutely  play  the  doubtful  fcales,  [from  me, 
“  Nor  know ’ft  thou  which  will  win. — Know,  then 
“  As  govern’d  well  or  ill,  dates  fink  or  rife: 
ei  State-minrfters,  as  upright  or  corrupt,  39a 
“  Are  balm  or  poifon  in  a  nation’s  veins  j 
44  Flealth  or  diftemper;  h alien  or  retard 
“  The  period  of  her  pride,  her  day  of  doom  : 

“  And  though  for  reafons  obvious  to  the  wife, 

“  Juft  Providence  deals  othenvile  avith  men,  395 
44  Yet  bolieve,  Britons!  nor  too  late  believe, 

“  *Ti» 
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“  ’Tis  fix’d!  by  Fate  irrevocably  fix’d  ! 

“  Virtue  and  Vice  are  Empire^  life  and  death.” 

Thus  it  is  written. — Heard  you  not  a  groan  ? 

Is  Britain  on  her  death-bed? — No,  that  groan  400 
Was  utter’d  by  her  foes. — But  foon  the  fcale. 

If  this  divine  monition  is  defpis’d, 

May  turn  againfi:  us.  Read  it,  ye  who  rule ! 

With  reverence  read;  with  ftedfaftnefs  believe; 
With  courage  a£t  as  fuch  belief  infpires;  405; 

Then  fh.aH  your  glory  fland  like  Fate’s  decree;, 
Then  fhall  your  name  in  adamant  be  writ. 

In  records  that  defy  the  tooth  of  Time, 

By  nations  fav’d,  refouading  your  applaufe. 

While  deep  beyond  your  monument’s  proud  bafe#. 
In  black  Oblivion’s  kennel,,  fhall  be  trod 
Their  execrable  names,  who,  high  in  power. 

And  deep  in  guilt,  mod  ominoufly  fhine, 

(The  meteors  of  the  ftate !)  give  Vice  her  head, 
To  licenfe  lewd  let  loofe  the  public  rein;  41$ 
Quench  every  fpark  of  confluence  in  the  land, 

And  triumph  in  the  profligate’s  applaufe; 

Or  who  to  the  firft  bidder  fell  their  fouls,. 

Their  country  fell,  fell  all  their  fathers  bought 
With  funds  exhaufled  and  exhaufled  veins. 

To  demons,  by  his  Holinefs  ordain’d 
To  propagate  the  gol'pel— penn’d  at  Rome  ; 
Hawk’d  through  the  world  by  confecrated  bulls 
And  how  illuflrated? — by  Smithfield  flames: 

Who  plunge  (but  not  like  Curtius)  down  the  gulf, 

Dow* 
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Down  narrow-minded  Self’s  voracious  gulf. 

Which  gapes,  and  fwallows  all  they  fwore  to  fare  i 
Hate  all  that  lifted  heroes  into  gods, 

And  hug  the  horrors  of  a  vigor’s  chain: 

Of  bodies  politic  that  deflin’d  hell,  430 

Inflidled  here,  fince  here  their  beings  end; 

And  fall  from  foes  detefled  and  defpis’d. 

On  difbelievers — of  the  Statehnan’s  Creed. 

Note,  here,  my  Lord  (unnoted  yet  it  lies  435 
By  mofl,  or  all)  thefe  truths  political 
Serve  more  than  public  ends:  this  Creed  of  States 
Seconds,  and  irrefiflibly  fupports, 

The  Chriftian  Creed.  Are  you  furpriz’d  ?— -Attend  ; 
And  on  the  Statefman’s  build  a  nobler  name.  44a 
This  pun&ual  juflice  exercis’d  on  flates, 

With  which  authentic  chronicle  abounds. 

As  all  men  know,  and  therefore  mufl  believe; 

This  vengeance  pour’d  on  nations  ripe  in  guilt, 
Pour’d  on  them  here,  where  only  they  exifl,  445 
What  is  it  but  an  argument  of  fenfe. 

Or  rather  demonflration,  to  fupport 

Our  feeble  faith — “  That  they  who  flates  compofe, 

“  That  men  who  Hand  not  bounded  by  the  grave, 

“  Shall  meet  like  meafure  at  their  proper  hour  ?”  45a 

For  God  is  equal,  fimilarly  deals 

With  flates  and  perfons,  or  he  were  not  God; 

What  means,  a  redlitude  immutable  ? 

A  pattern  fure  of  univerfal  right. 
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What,  then,  lhall  refcue  an  abandon’d  man?  455 
Nothing,  it  is  reply ’d.  Reply ’d,  by  whom? 

Reply’d  by  politicians  well  as  priefts : 

Writ  facred  fet  afide,  mankind’s  own  writ, 
Thewholeworld’s  annals;  thefe  pronounce  his  doom. 

Thus  (what  might  feem  a  daring  paradox)  4&0 
Ev’n  politics  advance,  divinity  : 

True  mailers  there  are  better  fcholars  here. 

Who  travel  hiltory  in  quell  of  fchemes 
To  govern  nations,  or  perhaps  opprefs, 

May  there  Hart  truths  that  other  aims  infpire,  465 
And,  like  Candace’s  eunuch,  a3  they  read, 

By  Providence  turn  Chriltians  on  their  road: 
Digging  for  filver,  they  may  llrike  on  gold ; 

May  be  furpriz’d  with  better  than  they  fought, 

And  entertain  an  angel  unawares.  470 

Nor  is  Divinity  ungrateful  found. 

As  politics  advance  divinity, 

Thus,  in  return,  divinity  promotes 

True  politics,  and  crowns  the  llatefman’s  praife. 

All  wifdoms  are  but  branches  of  the  chief,  475 
And  llatefmen  found  but  Ihoots  of  honeft  men. 

Are  this  world’s  witchcrafts  pleaded  in  excufe 
For  deviations  in  our  moral  line  ? 

This,  and  the  next  world,  view’d  with  fuch  an  eye 
As  fuits  a  llatefman,  fuch  as  keeps  in  view  480  • 
His  own  exalted  fcience,  both  confpire 
To  recommend  and  fix  us  in  the  right. 
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If  we  regard  the  politics  of  Heaven, 

The  grand  adminiftration  of  the  whole. 

What’s  the  next  wot  Id?  a  fupplement  of  this:  485 
Without  it,  juftice  is  defective  here ; 

Juft  as  to  ftates,  defective  as  to  men  : 

If  fo,  what  is  this  world  ?  as  fure  as  right 
Sits  in  Heaven’s  throne,  a  prophet  of  the  next. 

Prize  you  the  prophet?  then  believe  him  too ;  490 

His  prophecy  more  precious  than  his  fmile. 

How  comes  it  then-  to  pafs,  with  moft  on  earth, 
That  this  fhould  charm  us,  that  Ihould  difcompofe?" 
Long  as  the  ftatefman  finds  this  cafe  his  own, 

So  long  his  politics  are  uncomplete ;  495 

In  danger  hej  nor  is  the  nation  fafe, 

But  foon  mull  rue  his  inaufpicious  power. 

What  hence  refults?  a  truth  that  Ihould  refouiiti 
For  ever  awful  in  Britannia’s  ear; 

“  Religion  crowns  the  ftatefman  and  the  man,  500 
<£  Sole  fource  of  public  and  of  private  peace.” 

This  truth  all  men  muft  own,  and  therefore  will, 
And  praife  and  preach  it  too : — and  when  that’s  doner 
Their  compliment  is  paid,  and  ’tis  forgot. 
WhatHighlandpole-axehalffodeep canwound?  505, 

u 

But  how  dare  I,  fo  mean,  prefume  fo  far? 
Afiume  my  feat  in  the  Dictator’s  chair  ? 

Pronounce,  predict,  (as  if  indeed  infpir’d), 
Promulge  my  cenfures,  lay  out  all  my  throat, 

Till  hoarfe  in  clamour  on  enormous  crimes?  510 

Two 
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Two  mighty  columns  rife  in  my  fupport; 

Jn  their  more  awrful  and  authentic  voice, 
itecord  profane  and  facred,  drown  the  Mufe, 
Thoughloud,  and  far  out-threat  her  threatening  fong. 
Still  farther,  Holies!  fuffer  me  to  plead 
That  I  ipeak  freely,  as  I  fpeak  to  thee. 

Guilt  only  flartles  at  the  name  of  guilt ; 

And  truth,  plain  truth,  is  welcome  to  the  wife. 

Thus  what  feem’d  my  prefumption  is  thy  praife, 

Praife,  and  immortal  praife,  is  Virtue’s  claim;  520 
And  Virtue’s  fphere  is  action :  yet  we  grant 
Some  merit  to  the  trumpet’s  loud  alarm, 

Whofe  clangor  kindles  cowards  into  men. 

Nor  fliall  the  verfe,  perhaps,  be  quite  forgot, 
Which  talks  of  immortality,  and  bids,  525 

In  every  Britilh  breaft,  true  glory  rife, 

As  now  the  warbling  lark  awakes  the  morn. 
Toclofe,  my  Lord!  with  that  which  allfhouldclofe 
And  all  begin.,  and  flrike  us  every  hour, 

Though  no  war  wak’d  us,  no  black  tempeft  frown’d,— 
The  morning -rifes  gay;  yet  gayefl:  morn 
Lefs  glorious  after  night’s  incumbent  {hades; 

Lefs  glorious  far  bright  Nature,  rich  array’d 
With  golden  robes,  in  all  the  pomp  of  noon, 

Than  the  fir.fl  feeble  dawn  of  Moral  day;  53 £ 
Sole  day,  (let  thofe  whom  ftatefmen  ferve  attend) 
'Though  the  fun  ripens  diamonds  for  their  crowns; 
.Sole  day  worth  his  regard  whom  Heav’n  ordains, 

7  Undarken’d, 
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Undarken’d,  to  behold  noon  dark,  and  date, 

From  the  fun’s  death,  and  every  planet’s  fall,  54* 
His  all-ill uftrious  and  eternal  year; 

Where  flatehnen  and  their  monarchs,  (names  of  awe 
And  diflance  here)  lhall  rank  with  common  men, 
Yet  own  their  glory  never  dawn’d  before. 

October  I745. 
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MISCELLANIES. 


On  MICHAEL  ANGELO’s  famous  Piece 
of  the  Crucifixion: 

•  *  ’  •  «r* 

Who  is  faid  to  have  ftabbed  a  Perfon,  that  he 
might  draw  it  more  naturally  *. 

v  *  t  * 

•y^HILST  his  Redeemer  on  his  canvafs  dies, 
Stabb’d  at  his  feet  his  brother  weltering  lies : 
The  daring  Artift,  cruelly  ferene. 

Views  the  pale  cheek  and  the  diftorted  mien; 

He  drains  off  life  by  drops,  and,  deaf  to  cries, 
Examines  every  fpirit  as  it  flies: 

He  ftudies  torment,  dives  in  mortal  woe, 

To  rouze  up  every  pang;  repeats  his  blow; 

Each  riling  agony,  each  dreadful  grace. 

Yet  warm  tranfplanting  to  his  Saviour’s  face. 

Oh  glorious  theft!  oh  nobly  wicked  draught! 
With  its  full  charge  of  death  each  feature  fraught; 
Such  wondrous  force  the  magic  colours  boaft, 
From  his  own  fkill  he  harts  in  horror  loft. 

*  Though  the  report  was  propagated  without  the  leaft  truth, 
it  may  be  fufficient  ground  to  juftify  a  poetical  fancy’s  en¬ 
larging  on  it. 
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TO  MR.  ADDISON, 

O  N 

THE  TRAGEDY  OF  CATO. 

tlTH  A  T  do  we  fee  !  is  Cato  then  become 

A  greater  name  in  Britain  than  in  Rome? 
Does  mankind  now  admire  his  virtues  more, 
Though  Lucan,  Horace,  Virgil,  wrote  before? 
How  will  pollerity  this  truth  explain  ! 

“  Cato  begins  to  live>in  Anna’s  reign.” 

The  world’s  great  chiefs,  in  council  or  in  arms. 
Rife  in  your  lines  with  more  exalted  charms ; 
llluftrious  deeds,  in  diftant  nations  wrought. 
And  virtues,  by  departed  heroes  taught, 

Raife  in  your  foul  a  pure  immortal  flame, 

Adorn  your  life,  and  confecrate  your  fame : 

To  your  renown  all  ages  you  fubdue, 

And  Caefar  fought,  and  Cato  bled  for  you* 

AH  Sov)j6  Call,  On  on. 
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LETTER 
•TO  MR.  T  I  C  K  E  L  L, 
Occafioned  by  the  Death 

OF  THE  RIGHT  HON.  JOSEPH  ADDISON,  ESC^ijiy*. 
—Tu  nunc  eris  alter  ah  Mo.  ViRG. 

OLONG  with  me  in  Oxford  groves  coafin’d. 
In  focial  arts  and  facred  friendfliip  join’d  j 
Fair  Ills’  forrovv,  and  fair  Ills’  boaft, 

Loft  from  her  fide,  but  fortunately  loft; 

Thy  wonted  aid,  my  dear  Companion  !  bring,  £ 
And  teach  me  thy  departed  friend  to  ling ; 

A  darling  theme!  once  powerful  to  infpir  e, 

And  now  to  melt,  the  Mufes’hnournful  choir; 
Now,  and  now  firft,  we  freely  dare  commend 
His  modeft  worth  ;  nor  (hail  our  praife  offend,  id 
Early  he  bloom’d  amid  the  learned  train, 

And  ravilh’d  Ifis  liften’d  to  his  ftrain. 

See,  fee,  {he  cry’d,  old  Maro’s  Mufe  appears, 
YVak’d  from  her  {lumber  of  two  thoufand  years ; 
Her  finilh’d  charms  to  Addifon  {he  brings,  15 
Thinks  in  his  thought,  and  in  his  numbers  fings. 
All  read  tranfported  his  pure  claflic  page ; 

Read,  and  forget  their  climate  and  their  age. 

The  State,  when  now  his  riling  fame  was  known, 
Th’  unrival’d  genius  challeng’d  for  her  own,  20 
Nor  would  that  one,  for  feenes  of  adtion  ftrong, 
Should  let  a  life  evaporate  in  fong. 

*  See  Dr.  Young’s  account  of  Mr.  Addifon’s  death, vol.V.  r.  137. 

Vol.  VI.  G  As 
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As  health  and  ftrength  the  brightefl  charms  difpenfe. 
Wit  is  the  bloffom  -of  the  foundeft  fenfe  : 

Yet  few,  how  few,  with  lofty  thoughts  infpir’d,  23 
With  quick nefs  pointed,  and  with  rapture  fir’d, 

In  confcious  pride  their  own -importance  find, 

Blind  to  themfelves,  as  the  hard  world  is  blind! 

Wit  they  efleem  a.  gay  but  worthlefs -power. 

The  flight  amufement  of  a  leifure  hour  ; 
Unmindful  that,  conceal’d  from  vulgar  eyes, 
Majeflic  Wifdom  wears  the  bright  dilguife. 

Poor  Dido  fondled  thus,  with  idle  joy, 

Dread  Cupid,  lurking  in  the  Trojan  boy  ; 

Lightly  fhe  toy’d  and  trifled  with  his  charms,  35 
And  knew  not  that  a  god  was  in  her  arms. 

Who  greatefl  excellence  of  thought  could  boafl. 
In  aftion,  too,  have  been  diftinguifh’d  moil; 

*  This  Sommers  knew,  and  Addifon  fent  forth 
From  the  malignant  regions  of  the  North,  40 
To  be  matur’d  in  <more  indulgent  fkies, 

Where  all  the  vigour  of  the  foul  can  rile; 

Through  warmerveins  where  fprightlier  fpirits  run, 
And  fenfe  enliven’d  fparkles  in  the  fun. 

With  fecret  pain  the  prudent  patriot  gave  43 

The  hopes  of  Britain  to  the  rolling  wave, 

Anxious,  the  charge  to  all  the  liars  reiign’d, 

And  plac’d  a  confidence  in  fea  and  wind. 

Aufoniafoon  receiv’d  her  wondering  guelt, 

And  equal  wonder  in  her  turn  confefs’d,  50 

*  Lord  Sommers  procured  a  penlion  for  Mr.  Addifon,  which 
enabled  him  to.  profecute  his  travels. 

To 


TO  MR.  TICKEL  L.  12$ 

To  fee  her  fervours  rival’d  by  the  pole. 

Her  luftre  beaming  from  a  northern  foul; 

In  like  furprize  was  her  iEneas  loft, 

To  find  his  pitfture  grace  a  foreign  coaft. 

Now  the  wide  field  of  Europe  he  furveys, 
Compares  her  kings,  her  thrones  and  empires  weighs, 
In  ripen’d  judgment  and  confummate  thought-; 
Great  work !  by  Naflau’s  favour  cheaply  bought. 

He  now  returns  to  Britain  a  fupport, 

Wife  in  her  fenate,  graceful  in  her  court ;  60 

And,  when  the  public  welfare  would  permit, 

The  fource  of  learning,  and  the  foul  of  wit. 

O  Warwick!  (whom  the  Mufe  is  fond  to  name, 
And  kindles,  confcious  of  her  future  theme) 

O  Warwick !  by  divine  contagion  bright,  65 
How  early  didft  thou  catch  his  radiant  light ! 

By  him  infpir’d,  how  fliine  before  thy  time, 

And  leave  thy  years,  and  leap  into  thy  prime  ! 

On  fome  warm  bank,  thus,  fortunately  born, 

A  rofe-bud  opens  to  a  fummer’s  morn,  70 

Full-blown  ere  noon  her  fragrant  pride  difplays, 
And  (hews  th’  abundance  of  her  purple  rays. 

Wit,  as  her  bays,  was  once  a  barren  tree; 

We  now,  furpriz’d,  her  fruitful  branches  fee; 

Or,  orange -like,  till  his  aufpicious  time  7$. 

It  grew  indeed,  but  fliiver’d  in  our  clime : 

He  firft  the  plant  to  richer  gardens  led, 

And  fix’d,  indulgent,  in  a  warmer  bed: 

The  nation,  pleas’d,  enjoys  the  rich  produce, 

And  gathers  from  her  ornament  her  ufe.  80 
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When  loofe  from  public  cares  the  grove  he  fought, 
And  fill’d  tire  leifure  interval  with  thought. 

The  various  labours  of  his  eafy  page, 

A  chance  amufement,  polifli’d  half  an  age. 

Beyond  this  truth  old  Bards  could  fcarce  invent,  85 
Who  durft  to  frame  a  world  by  accident. 

What  he  has  fung,  how  early,  and  how  well, 
The  Thames  lhall  boaft,  and  Roman  Tiber  tell. 

A  glory  more  fublime  remains  in  ftore, 

Since  inch  his  talents,  that  he  fung  no  more.  90 
No  fuller  proof  of  power  th’ Almighty  gave, 
Making  the  fea,  than  curbing  her  proud  wave. 

Nought  can  the  genius  of  his  works  tranfcend. 
But  their  fair  purpofe  and  important  end; 

To  rouze  the  war  for  injur’d  Europe’s  laws,  9^ 
To  Heel  the  patriot  in  great  Brunfwick’s  caufe; 
With  virtue’s  charms  to  kindle  facred  love, 

Or  paint  th*  eternal  bowers  of  blifs  above. 

Where  hadft  thou  room,  great  Author!  where  to  roll 
The  mighty  theme  of  an  immortal  foul?  100 

Thro’pathsunknown, unbeaten, whencewerebrought 
-Thy  proofs  fo  llrong  for  immaterial  thought  ? 

One  let  me  join,  all  other  may  excel, 

“  How  could  a  mortal  effence  think  fo  well?” 

But  why  fo  large  in  the  great  writer’s  praife  ?  105 
More  lofty  fubjedts  iliould  my  numbers  raife  ; 

In  him  (illuilrious  rivalry!)  contend 

The  flatefman,  patriot,  ChrilKan,  and  the  friend! 

His  glory  fuch,  it  borders  on  difgrace 

To  fay  he  fung  the  bell  of  human  race,  1 10 
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In  joy  once  join’d,  in  forrow  now  for  years, 
Partner  in  grief,  and  brother  of  my  tears, 

Tickell !  accept  this  verfe,  thy  mournful  due; 

Thou  farther  fhalt  the  facred  theme  purfue; 

And,  as  thy  ftrain  defcribes  the  matchlefs  man,  1 1 5. 
Thy  life  {hall  fecond  what  thy  Mufe  began.- 
Though  fweet  the  numbers,  though  a  fire  divine 
Dart  through  the  whole,  and  burn. in  every  linev 
Wha.ftrives  not  for  that  excellence  he  draws, 

Is  {lam’d  by  fame,  and  fuffers- from  . applaufe.-  12a 
But  hafte  to  thy  illuftrious  talk  prepare 
The  nohle  work  well  trufted  to  thy  care, 

*  The  gift  bequeath’d  by  Addifon’s  command,. 

To  Craggs  made  facred  by  his  dying  hand. 

Collect  the  labours,  join  the  various  rays,.  125 
The  fcatter’d  light  in.one  united'blaze;- 
Then  bear  to  him  fo  true,  fo  truly  lov’d, 

In  life  diftinguilh’d,  and  in  death  approv’dr 
Th’  immortal  legacy.  He  hangs  a-while. 

In  generous  anguifii  o’er  the  glorious  pile;-  13* 
With  anxious  pleafure  the  known  page  reviews. 
And  the  dear  pledge  with  falling  tears  bedews. 
What  though  thy  tears,  pour’do’er  thy  godlike  friend^ 
Thy  other  cares  for  Britain’s  weal  fufpend? 

Think  not,.  O  Patriot!  while  thy  eyes  o’erflow,  135. 
Thofe  cares  fufpended  for  a  private  woe; 

Thy  love  to  him  is  to  thy  country  Ihown; 

He  mourns  for  her,  who  mourns  for  Addifon. 

*  The  publication  of  his  works. 
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EPITAPH 

CK  LORD  AUBREY  BEAU  CLERK*, 
IN  WESTMiNSTER-ABSEY, 

KILST  Britain  boafts  her  err  pire  e'er  the  deep, 
This  martie  ihaii  compel  the  brave  tc  vreep: 
As  men,  as  Eri:cns  and  as  foldierr.  mourn; 
fTis  dasmtlefc,  loyal,  nnurus  Eeaucierk’s  um. 
Smeet  vrere  his  manners,  as  his  foul  seas  great, 

And  ripe  h;s  worth,  though  immature  bis  fatej 
Each  tender  grace  that  ;cy  and  love  infpires, 
Living,  he  mingled  with  his  martial  fires: 

Dying,  he  bid  Britannia's  thunders  roar; 

And  Spain  Trill  felt  him,  when  he  breath’d  no  more. 

*  1-:ig  Aslnty  Eearrlerk  eras  the  eighth  fon  of  tie  3>cke 
cf  Sr.  Alba -p’s,  vro  art;  one  of  tire  fons  of  King  Charles  tie  lid. 
He  eras  horn  in  tie  rta  1711:  md,  being  regularly  bred  to 
tie  ifca  t'crcice,  in  17:1  he  '■'as  ayroialed  to  tie  ccec—and  cf 
ils  Mr  -eiVr's  iip  tie  L.  :1ot  Cafrle :  are  lie  eossstar  tea  the 
Prince  Frederick  at  tie  attack  of  tie  karbDsr  of  Caniagera, 
March  2.4,  1740-1.  This  young  nohleanaa  eras  one  of  the 
—  0;  t  aiomifing  commanders  in  the  Kies's  1  err  ice.  UVhen  on 
the  c  fperate  arrack  of  tit  c 2 f . i t  of  Rocca  Crier,  at  the  en¬ 
trance  of  tie  laid  harbour,  he  loft  his  life,  both  his  legs  being 
frftiio:  off.  Tic  prole  part -of  tit  inferiptioa  on  his  monument 
■sat  tie  proouefeffl  cf  Mrs.  Mary  Jones  of  Oxford;  -who  alfo 
s  rot e  a  potm  cn  his  dtith,  printed  in  iter  ■M-itfliralrs,  St®. 
IJiS. 
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.  EPITAPH" 

AT-  WELWYN,  HERTFORDSHI  K‘E„. 

Reader, 

If, fond  of  what  is  rare,  attend! 

Here  lies  an  honcjl  many 
Of  perfect  piety, 

Of  lamblike  patience, 

My  friend,  James  Barker; 

To  whom  I  pay  this  mean  memorial,. 

For  what  deferves  the  greateft. 

An  Example 

Which  flione  through  all  the  clouds  of  Fortune, 
Induftrious  in  low  eliate, 

The  leffon  and  reproach  of  thofe  above  him. 
To  lay  this  little  done 
Is  my  ambition ; 

While  others  rear 
The  polilh’d  marbles  of  the  great ! 

Vain  pomp! 

A  turf  o’er  virtue  charms  us  more. 

E.  \  ■  r  7 .  jy  • 

The  above  was  the  epitaph  as  originally  written  by  Dr. 
Young.  What  was  infcribed  on  the  ftone  now  remaining  in 
the  church-yard  of  Welwyn,  was  only  the  following; 

Here  lies  my  friend  James  Barker, 

Who  was  poor  in  Life, 

But  rich  in  Death. 

E.  Y.  1749. 
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O  RATIO 

HABITA 

IN  SACELLO  COLLEGII 
OMNIUM  ANIMARUM 

Junii  Die  20,  Annoque  1716. 

CUM  JACTA  SUNT 

bibliotheca:  fundamental 

Ab  E  D  V.  YOUNG,  LL.B, 

Coll.  Om.  Anim.  Socio. 

'■Tedium,  auguftum,  ingens,- centum  fublime  column!* 
Urbe  fuit  fumma.”  Virg. 

Edita  rogatu  Hjeredis  digniffimi. 


■*  Codringtonianac, 


The  Library,  of  which  the  foundations  were  laid 
when  this  following  Oration  was  pronounced,  was 
bequeathed  to  the  Univerlity  of  Oxford,  by  Chrif- 
topher  Codrington,  a  native  of  the  ifland  of  Bar- 
badoes.  He  early  came  to  England,  and  received 
his  education  firfb  at  a  private  fchool,  and  after¬ 
wards  at  Oxford,  where  he  was  admitted  a  Proba¬ 
tioner  Fellow  of  All  Sou’s  College,  in  1689.  Quit¬ 
ting  the  Univerfity,  although  without  relinquifhing 
his  Fellowfhip,  he  entered  upon  the  profeffion  of  a 
foldier  ;  and  foon  recommended  himfelf  to  the 
notice  of  his  Prince,  by  whom  he  wras  honoured 
with  promotion,  and  with  whom  he  continued  in 
very  high  eflimation,  On  the  conclufion  of  the 
peace  of  Ryfwiek,  he  was  appointed  Captain  Ge¬ 
neral  and  Governor  in  Chief  of  the  Leeward  Carib- 
bee  Iflands.  Some  time  before  his  death,  he  reflgned 
his  government,  and  retired  to  the  enjoyment  of  a 
iludious  and  learned  courfe  of  life,  which  ended  at 
his  feat  in  Barbadoes,  on  the  7th  of  April,  1710. 
He  W3s  buried  nrll  in  the  church  of  St.  Michael  in 
that  ifland;  but  afterwards  re-interred  on  the  19th 
of  June,  1716,  in  the  Chapel  of  All  Souls  Oxford, 
■where  two  Orations  were  fpoken  by  two  Fellows 
of  that  college;  the  one  by  Digby  Cotes,  the  Uni¬ 
verfity  Orator,  at  his  interment;  the  other  by  Dr. 
Young,  at  the  time  above-mentioned.  Both  thefe 
Orations  were  printed  together  in  Svo  1716.  The 
books,  left  by  Colonel  Codrington.to  this  library, 
are  faid  to  have  been  of  6000 1.  value. 
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TO  THE 

LADIES 

OF  THE 

CODRINGTO  N-F  A  M I L  Y, 

Prefent  at  the  Laying  the 
FOUNDATION-STONE. 

LADIES, 

XT  O  U  are  furprized,  and  juftly,  to  find  your- 
felves  here ,  in  fuch  very  new  circumftances, 
formidably  inclofed  by  Latin,  in  the  midfi:  of 
Strangers,  that  do  not  fo  much  as  fpeak  your 
own  tongue.  You  may  feem  to  yourfelves,  like 
the  beautiful  family  of  Darius  (which  you  have 
fo  often  admired),  refpedtfully  diftreffed,  and  as 
it  were  made  prifoners  by  one  that  pretends  to 
wait  on  you  with  his  efteem.  Or  rather  you 
may  appear,  like  the  fair  Sabines,  (you  know 
the  ftory)  caught  at  a  folcmnity  to  which  you 
were  invited,  and  detained  in  Roman  diftrifts 
without  your  confent.  To  encreafe  thefe  your 
falfe  apprehenlions  of  danger  and  diftrefs,  the 
G  6  Cr  'i  ticks % 
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Critic&s,  it  is  not  improbable,  make  an  outcry, 
and  half  draw  their  pens  in  your  favour.  They 
vow  it  is  an  unheard-of,  irregular,  and  barbarous 
ufage;  and,  like  bold  Knight  Errants ,  will  break 
your  fancied  bonds,  and  refcue  the  lovely  and 
innocent  captives  from  £  caftle  in  the  air.  As  it 
is  ufual  for  the  Combatant  firft  to  look  on  the 
feene  of  battle,  then  to  turn  afide  and  collect 
himfelf,  before  he  enters  on  it ;  fo  will  I  fpeak 
a  word  to  another  purpofe,  then  enter  with  refo- 
lution  on  this-  perilous  point,  and  look  incenfed 
criticifm  in  the  face. 

Our  Great  Benefactor ,  and,  Ladies,  (to  rife 
in  his  titles)  your  relation ,  cannot  receive  more 
refpeCt  than  is  due.  He  has  fo  deferred  of  man¬ 
kind,  and  us  in  particular,  that  all  marks  of 
Gratitude  and  Efteem  are  to  be  thought  of. 
Every  thing  facred  to  his  memory,  and  deligned 
in  his  honour,  fiiould  be  made  as  publick  as  hi? 
charafter,  and  travel  round  the  world  with  his 
fame,  hprivaic  celebration  of  a  Codrington 
.carries  a  degree  of  detraction  in  it,  and  takes 
•away  a  diilinCtion  between  him  and  lefs  illuftri- 
ous  perfons.  The  rneannefs  of  a  performance 
mull  not  be  its  excuje ,  for  not  doing  homage  to 
his  excellencies  in  the  face  of  the  world.  Shall 
my  want  of  genius  rob  him  of  a  debt,  and  pafs 
perhaps  with  l'ome  for  his  want  of  merit?  'This 
Performance  is  principally  to  difeharge  ovr  dutyx 

not 
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not  to  raife  our  credit:  No,  nor  his  neither.  If 
it  was,  that  might  be  another  handle  of  excufc. 
But  Codrington’s  name  Hands  of  itfelf,  inde¬ 
pendent  of  others’  abilities.  A  fmall  capacity 
may  fhew  an  Inclination  to  advance  it,  and  the 
greateft  (fuch  is  its  luftre)  can  do  no  more;  and 
that  which  the  belt  praife  cannot  improve ,  the 
word  cannot  injure. 

Inclined  by  thefe  conliderations,  and  the  re¬ 
quell:  of  thofe  who  are  entitled  to  command,  I,, 
who,  though  unworthy,  had  the  honour  to  fpeak 
on  the  late  great  occalion,  and  greater  Hill  by 
your  prefence,  have  condemned  the  following 
thing  to  the  prefs  ;  nor  would  I,  through  re¬ 
gard  to  my  own  reputation,  be  any  way  want¬ 
ing  to  our  fecond founder's  glory.  But  feme  there 
are  who  feem  to  think  that  the  publication  of 
trifles  wants  no  apology ;  by  fuch,  I  beg  to  be 
excufed,  for  this  their  deviation,  for  I  think  it 
none  at  all. 

'  When  I  had  once  determined  to  print ,  my 
bufinefs  was  to  hide  the  llendernefs  of  the  perfor¬ 
mance,  and  fend  it  abroad  in  fome  importance 
foreign  to  its  own  worth.  My  art  was,  Ladies, 
to  throw  over  it  fomething  like  (with  refpedt  be 
it  mentioned)  a  hoop-fcticoat,  to  fwell  it  into 
notice,  and  make  it  It  rut  in  the  reader’s  imagi¬ 
nation  beyond  itfelf.  Nothing  then  certainly  fo 
proper  as  a  female  patronage  ?  and  who,  in  that 

kind. 
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kind,  can  blame  my  choice  ?  "What  other  name 
could  make  it  a  more  fpecious  impcjition ,  or 
carry  it  into  the  world  with  greater  credit  ?  Xor 
is  it  more  than  juft,  that  you  who  robbed  me  of 
rny  audience  when  I  [poke  (for  who  could  attend 
when  you  were  preient  r)  fhould  give  me  my 
readers  now  I  print. 

But,  to  give  the  word  of  battle,  I  write  in  a 
learned  tongue,- — Yes,  and  therefore  I  write  to 
••ou.  Xot  becaufe  you  underhand  it,  but  be- 
caufe,  I  hope,  you  do  not.  For  it  is,  I  fear, 
my  intereit  not  to  be  too  well  underhood  by 
thcfe  whofe  favour  I  feek ;  I  am  fure  it  is  your 
intereit  not  to  be  led  into  inconveniencies,  the 
patron's  common  fate,  through  a  colour  of  re- 
fpeer.  From  feme  of  the  patron's  inconveniencies 
you  will  be  freed,  by  my  odd  method  of  ini'eri- 
bing  to  you  a  piece  in  a  ftrange  language.  By 
this  method  I  give  an  opportunity,  to  you  ever 
welcome,  of  mewing  good  nature  without  violence 
to  your  opinion;  I  exempt  you  from  the  hard 
necehity  of  putting  i ;ourfelves ,  or  the  writer,  out 
of  countenance.  You  may  favour  the  unworthy 
without  balme;  nay  to  your  commendation. 
Cnee  pure  humanity  inclines  you  to  it,  and  judge- 
ment  does  not  interpole. 

Befides  thele,  there  are  many  weighty  motives 
to  this  practice.  Is  it  nothing  to  have  it  faid  in 
after-time,  that  you  were  the  firji  that  received 
6  the 
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the  patronage  of  what  you  did  not  underftand, 
and  what  is  more,  perhaps  the  lafl  alfo?  Is  it 
nothing  to  nettle  the  Critick ,  who  will  be  in 
wrath  that  this  thing  has  the  impudence  to  be 
fo  very  right,  though  it  never  came  into  his 
thought,  and  borrows  no  excellence  from  being 
aid'?  Is  it  nothing,  Ladies,  to  fling  the  aukward 
*  creature  into  fuch  a.  refentment,  as  no  majk  can 
hide,  no  fan  can  cooli*  Then  this  new  method 
will  neceflarily  occafion  many  queftions;  and  he 
that  harts  queftions  concerning  you,  only  praifes 
with  delicacy ,  for  all  mu  ft  be  refolved  to  your 
glory.  But  it  will  indeed  unavoidably  fling  me 
into  a  fingularity ,  it  will  oblige  me  to  write  an 
epifille  dedicatory ,  void  of  common-place ,  and 
which  was  never  publifhed  before  by  any  author 
whatever.  But  that  is  a  trifle  to  its  good  effects. 
It  will  be  a  fnare  to  fome  very  fine  gentlemen  to 
pretend  they  underftand  Latin.  They  will  be 
ambitious  of  telling  you  what  I  gibber ,  in  my 
outlandifh  fpeech,  of  your  great  relation  ;  they 
will  civilly  imagine,  and  utter  fomething  very 
handibme  that  might  be  there,  fhewing  at  once 
their  ignorance  and  parts.  As  this  practice  by 
this  means  would  promote  mirth ,  fo  by  other 
means  would  it  promote  learning  alfo.  I  muft  in¬ 
form  you.  Ladies,  that  there  are  fome  amongft 
us  who  are  excluded  the  patronage  of  the  fair 
by  their  profound fcholarjhip ;  they  are  well  qua¬ 
lified 
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lined  to  introduce  themielves  at  a  learned  and 
re  ,  rate,  by  ethers  merit  and  their  own  labour ; 
they  can  give  a  Seneca  or  a  Plato  in  his  beib 
crefs,  and  neat  from  the  recedes  of  antiquitv ; 
but  they  know  not  well  how  to  /hep,  or  rather 
f  r.  to  the  lets  pompous  quality  of  thinking  for 
themfelves.  Now  ihould  this  nez:  method  pre¬ 
vail,  hew  would  fuch  a  fhining  lcene  opened  to 
their  ambition  incite  their  induftrv!  how  would 
the  glory  of  laying  Greek  or  Hebrew  in  a  fair 
hand,  without  pricking  it.  without  giving  offence, 
pufh  on  their  labour!  V7ith  what  plealure  would 
they  examine  a  lift  of  toafts  for  a  patron  to  Arif- 
totle.  and  debate  what  complexion  would  caih  on 
bus  metayer  rets  the  fairest  light !  Each  new 
beauty  would  publifh  an  Ancient-,  and  the  admi- 
ring  edit:'-  would  fee  through  all  the  difficulties 
of  critic:  in,  as  much  by  the  affiitance  of  his  fair 
patrenefs’s  eyes  as  his  own.  And  as  this  method 
would  give  us  the  ancients,  fo  I  do  not  delpair 
but  that  it  might  polilh  lome  moderns  alfo. 
Since  I  expect  the  de  ditcher.  fhonld  be  Englilh, 
though  the  xora  be  not.  this  method  would  be 
a  temptation  to  feme  very  learned  men,  great 
reftorers  of  Greek  and  Latin,  to  attain  the  ac¬ 
complish  men  t  of  being  able  to  write  a  page  in 
their  mother -ter. tv e.  Again,  £nce  it  will  be  odd 
to  fee  the  trar  Gallon  in  the  young  gentleman's 
itudy,  and  the  criminal  in  his  filters1,  I  hope  th.s 
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practice  will  check  the  immoderate  ufe  and  ufur- 
pation  of  tranjlation  amongft  us ;  which  begins 
not  fo  much  to  illuflrate  and  endear,  as  to  fup- 
plant  and  dethrone  the  original.  I  would  fain 
have  Tully  turn  Roman,  and  recover  his  Latinity 
among  men  of  education.  Without  any  difrepecl 
to,  nay,  out  of  pure  value  for,  the  excellence  of 
Englifh  poetry,  I  would  not  have  our  curiofity 
ftoplhort  of  Trapp  ^  in  Latin,  and  Pope  in  Greek. 

I  (hall  add  but  one  motive  more,  but  that  very 
fubftantial.  This  practice  abfolves  you  from  any 
obligation  of  reading  what  is  prefented  to  you. 
To  thefe  reafons  I  lhall  join  one  authority,  and 
that  of  weight.  The  bookfeller,  lince  I  will  not 
be  fo  kind  as  to  write  up  to  a  public  cenfure, 
approves  of  this-,  he  fays  it  will  make  people  flare, 
it  is  abfurd  enough,  and  perfedtly  right. 

On  thefe  accounts,  and  many  more,  I  do  not 
only  juftify  myfelf  in  what  I  have  done,  but  re¬ 
commend  to  fome  others  alfo  the  faving  praftice 
of  flinging  a  veil  over  their  fenfe,  and  keeping  ik 
as  much  a  fecret  as  they  can  from  thofe  whofe 
good  opinion  they  efteem;  this  practice,  to  fhew 
my  charity,  I  recommend  in  a  particular  man¬ 
ner  to  fuch  as  lhall  criticife  on  me  for  it. 

*  Dr.  Jofeph  Trapp,  author  of  Abramule,  and  tranflator 
•f  Virgil  and  Milton.  He  was  profelfor  of  poetry  fome  time 
is  the  Univerfity  of  Oxford. 


But 
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But  if  after  all  that  has  been  faid.  if  after  aLL 
the  delufion  I  have  raifed,  this  muft  not  be  per— 
nutted  to  pafs  for  a  dedication  of  any  thing,  but 
myfelf  (for  I  know  not  how  far  the  humour  may 
bear)  ;  then  that  which  I  chiefly  deligned  cannot 
be  miftaken,  or  overlooked.  How  ought  we  to 
efteern  the  relations  of  ourmunifleent  benefactor! 
a  gentleman  truly  great,  as  a  foldier,  a  fcholar, 
and  a  prince;  for,  in  his  high  fiation  abroad,  he 
was  no  lei's;  a  gentleman,  to  bring  the  fullnef* 
of  his  glory  within  a  word,  whofe  confanguinity 
is  no  fmall  honour  even  unto  you.  To  the  fair 
relations  of  fuch  a  noble  fpirit,  I  was  greatly 
defirous  of  fhewing  my  gratitude,  and  fincere 
refpeCt;  and  of  thanking  them  for  the  late  great 
and  particular  honour  they  did  our,  or  rather, 
to  fpeak  proudly,  Codringtons’  fociety.  If  the 
occalion  I  have  taken  for  it  appear  proper, 
vouchfafe  your  fmile,  and  all  is  well ;  if,  which 
is  likelier,  I  want  art  to  make  it  appear  as  fuch% 
I  can  turn  my  defeat  to  fome  account,  and 
enjoy  a  little  the  ladnefs  of  the  opportunity ; 
Cnee  it  more  effectually  declares  with  what  im¬ 
patient  zeal  I  am, 

Ladies, 

Your  moll  obedient, 

and  molt  humble  fervant, 

Edw.  Young. 
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GUM  nec  uberrima  mihi  contingit  dicendi 
materies,  nec  feliciori  manu  penitits  in- 
ta&a,  non  eft,  Auditores  digniffimi,  cur  prolixam 
&  fplendidam  expe&etis  Orationem  a  tenuitate 
&  imperitia  mea.  Quid  enim  de  copiofiflimis 
Codringtoni  laudibus  a  Cotefio  noftro  celebra- 
tis  eft  reliquum  mihi,  praeter  prima  murorum. 
furgentium  veftigia,  prater  hoc,  quod  fpediatis, 
marmor  ?  Sed  vos  adeftis :  A  quibufdam  vel 
audiri  magnum  eft ;  &  afflatus  divini  nequaquam 
expers.  Si  quid  igitur  paulo  fcecundius,  ft  quid 
ab  Oratoris  dignitate  minus  abhorrens  ore  rudi, 
&  inexercitato  forfitan  exciderit,  apud  vos  fit 
emnis,  ut  oportet,  gloria.  Si  quid  de  Biblio¬ 
theca  minus  indoflum,  ft  quid  poft  Cotefiuna 
minus  auditoribus  infulfum ,  ft  quid  in  hijce  Co¬ 
dringtoni  laudibus  minus  humlle ,  ft  quid  coram 
vobis  inclcgans  minus,  a  me  proferetur,  vobis 
omnibus,  vel  potius,  Academici,  ut  favorem 
veftrum  mihi  conciliem  magis  *  hifce  foils  ac- 
ceptum  refero.  Ne  quis  tamen  adulationis  in- 

^  Adfuerunt  Fccmir.se  Genervfte  Codringtono  cognatse. 
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ftmulet,  fuccenfere  me  fateor,  quod  Hofpites  hae 
foaviffimae  dum  Oratoris  vim  foppeditant,  ambi- 
tionem  Oratoris  aagunt.  Augent  hanc  frequcn- 
tiam ,  Auditoi  es  minuunt ;  vel  prafentes  mihi 
denegant;  oculis  enim  attentis  adeo,  peregri- 
nentur  aures,  necefle  eft.  In  munere  meo  per- 
gendum  eft  tamen ;  &  laetius,  cum  vires  per- 
pendo  meas,  quoniam  a  perpaucis  contigit  au- 
diri. 

Ut  mos  eft  honeftiftimus,  fic  &  perantiquus 
quern  hodierna  fecuta  eft  feftivitas.  Humanura 
genus  aetate  prascedit.  Cum  terrarum  orbis  lo. 
cata  font  fundamenta,  ftellae  matutinre  cantura 
dederunt ;  &  ingenti  cum  clamore  ab  univerfis 
Dei  Filiis  erupit  gaudium.  Magnarum  rerura 
exordiis  reverentia  magna,  Isetitiaque  pompa 
quaedam  debetur.  Iis  moliminibus,  in  femine 
fuifque  principiis,!  frigide  &  ofcitanter  inhiare, 
quas,  commodum  in  eximium  &  publicum  ali- 
quando  font  exitura,  ft  non  impiae  mentis,  eft 
fal'tem  puftllse  &  generofae  parum.  Sublatum 
Heroa  vefpere  heftcrno  quam  jufte  deflevimus  ? 
quam  juftum  detiendi  modum  haec  dies  attulit  ? 
Vivit  hie,  nec  vitam  brevem  ;  vitam  cui  fuper- 
ftite»  dignentur  invidere.  Convenimus  autem  ad 
natalitia  hujus-  exorientis  gloriae  non  eo  for- 
tafse,  quern  exoptaremus,  fplendore ;  fed  eo 
quern  Coduxngtonus  amavit,  quem  coluit,  quo< 
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5c  aliquandb  fuerat  indutus.  Hoc  recolenti  mul- 
turn  ornatiores-,  quam  antea,  videmur;  Sc  liter a- 
tss  dignitatis  infignia,  novis,  alienis,  a  tali  viro 
mutuo  fum.pt is  honoribus  Sc  luce  enitefcunt ;  vel 
potiua  enitefcerent,  ni  has  prasfentes,  obleda- 
tione  fane  periculosa  fufpiceremus.  Has — quo- 
nam  nomine  defignandas  putem  ?  Ni  foret  ha- 
rum  imminutiovideri  quicquam,  nifi  quod  revera 
funt,  tantum  Sc  loci  huju9  8c  occafionis  monitui, 
gloriasque  Mufarum  indulgerem,  tit  appellarem 
Muses.  O  Mufas  non  Academicis  folummodo 
colendas!  Si  vultus  tales  Mufarum  cohorsfem- 
per  extuliffet,  non  habuiffet  quod  in  ipsa  barbarie 
timeret.  T'uam  Gracciam,  Tuam  Romam,  Q 
Codringtone,  confervafte t ;  8c  nunc  dierum 
non  refarfilfes  ruinas,  fed  liorentiffimam  doc¬ 
trine  fortunam  confummafles ;  quam  laute,  quam 
animose  ex  hifce  vel  fundamentis,  Sc  adhuc  equi- 
dem  vix  fundamentis,  innotefcit  abunde. 

In  iftoc  verb  Marmor,  quod  hie  praefertim  ob- 
fervandum  venit,  tit  argumenti  caput,  oculos 
intendamus ;  nuneprimum,  nunc  fupremum  no¬ 
bis  in  confpedu  ell ;  mox  etenim  Maenia  in  coe- 
lum  eveda  gloriofiffime  tenebris  damnabunt. 
Pax,  falus,  honor,  imperium,  Ecclefia  Seientiis, 
8c  Artibus  innituntur:  Artes  Sc  Scientiie  huic 
fundamento.  Et  fi  parvum  eft  quod  loquimur,  ab 
hoc  affurredurus  eft  faxo  Fundator  inclytiflimus; 

quem 


!42  ORATIO  DE  BIBLIOTHECA 

quem  afpici  vel  in  Marmore  humani  generis  in- 
tereft,  -ft  tarn  pulchros  in  ufus  apud  illuftrium 
imagines  hodie,  quam  olim,  fervet  fiEanulatio. 
Effundantur  ergo  flores,  inneciantur  corolla — fed 
nulhls  aliunde  petitus  honos,  unflio  nulla  in  fa- 
mam  8c  confecrationem  hujus  faxi  delideratur, 
quod  tale  ncmen  habet  infcriptum,  *  tali  manu 
terra  demandatur. 

En  Hifloriam  brevem,  facram  pofteris,  citato 
rerum  humanarum  vertigini  probe  quidem  ac- 
commodatam,  fperamus  tamen  inutilem.  f'Hanc 
etenim  notitiam  intus  claufam ,  faerificionim  ritu 
gentilium,  non  nili  inter itu  fuo  haec  llrues  ape- 
riet  ?  8c  ut  bat  oraculum ,  necefle  eft,  quod  Dii 
averruncent,  ut  prius  fit  viftitna.  Dies  autem, 
verendum  eft,  advenient,  in  qua  decus  hoc  orbis 
literati,  quod  nondum  eft,  non  diutius  erit.  Hoc 
in  loco  ruinofum,  8c  informem  cumulum  amolita 
fera  gens  hominum,  niiu  non  minori  quam  hodie 
materiem  elaboratam  undiquaque  collectam  hue 
coacervamus,  lapidem  hunc  inveniet ;  8c  gratitu- 
dinem  noftram  eheu !  quam  parvam,  quam  mag- 
nam  Codringtoni  gloriam  hoc  feripto  leget. 
Nec  nullo  leget  negotio.  Tenebris  pulvereque 
fleterfis,  temporum  diverfitas,  £c  ipfarum  forfan 

“*  Hsredis  digniflimi. 

■j-  Infcriptionem  Marmoiis  terra  defoffi. 
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literarum  imperitia  nubem  obducent  alteram : 
Codringtonum  paulatim  excudet ;  &  de  literula 
quaque  la  lucem  redudla  vifttriam  quandam  re- 
portabit.  Erit  dottrina ,  nec  multorum,  illud 
icire,  qiiod  nunc  ignorare  (percrebuit  adeo  Cod- 
ringtoni  fama)  qu-iddam  habe-t  difficile.  *Hear- 
nium  alterum  verbis  mutilatis  totum  incumben- 
tem,  fortiter,  obftinate,  contra&is  fuperciliis  in- 
fixum,  &  temporibus  fuis  hoc  e  Saxo  ingenii  fui 
vi  vel  duritie  potius,  lumen  elidentem  videor  vi- 
dere.  Prout  ipfe  nunc  loquor,  tacentibus  vobis, 
hie  lapis  doceblt ,  cum  inftrudtiffimum  hoemufeum, 
proh  dolor !  defiit  docere.  Summa  verb  maii, 
quod  veremur,  haec  eft :  Quod  eji  Capitolium, 
quod  Lyceum,  hsec  erit  Bibliotheca. 

Abeat  nihilominus,  &  recedat  prsefaga  mali 
mens,  &  quicquid  omen  fapit  infauftum ;  omne 
latum  hie  locus  &  occafio  rogat ;  omne  latum 
daiy  &  animo  depingit.  Cum  ima  telluris  Keros 
Virgilianus  fubibat,  ut  in  hoc  aedificii  profun- 
dum  a  nobis  defeenditur,  fertur  afpexiffe  futpra 
fui  generis  lumina,  &  abfenti  gloria,  vittoriis,  im- 

*  Hearnius  fuit  doftus  Antiquarius,  5c  induftri-e  fummee  ; 
Tixit  A.  D.  1443.  Hie  Talpa  eruditus  egregia  e  tenebris  eruit ; 
multum  fealplit,  Corrafit,  &  occultus  iple,  literatures  cumulos, 
»afo  fads  aeuto,  in  lucem  edidit. 
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perio,  e  longinquo  potitum  fuiffe.  Ingentes, 
domus  Codringtonianje  filios,  Theologos,  Me¬ 
dicos,  Jurifconfultos  ordine  Iongo  fplendentique 
bine  procedentes,  St  noftrum  eft  afpicere,  St  af- 
peftis  triumphare.  Hos  Reipublicae  dat  Funda- 
tor;  donum  ingens  !  ni  moriens  didiflet  :  donum 
ingens !  ni  jaflura  minus.  Hos  dat  Reipublics, 
it  dat  in  perpetuum  ;  uxore  non  auchis  mundutn , 
ut  vir,  amplexus  eft ;  non  prole,  pofteritatera 
adoptavit:  to  magis  ab  humano  genere  deflendus, 
quod  materiem  in  gaudia  fua  tam  abundantem 
fuppeditandam  curavit. 

Fundamenta  verb  fatis  habemus  infpe&a  ;  fe 
tandem  tollat  oratio,  St  in  amplitudine  fua  qua- 
quaverfum  diffusa  dilatis  animis  accipiamus  opus 
abfoiutum ;  St  lie  abfolxitum  ut  nec  Bodleium  pra:- 
cedentem  reformidat,  nec  fuccedentem  Ratciif- 
fium.  Alexandrino,  Byzantino,  Romano,  non 
nill  tempore  poftponendum  eft  hoc  dobtrinae  fa- 
crarium.  En  Aream  abunde  patentem  in  qua 
longe  lateque  liberaiitas  expatietur,  St  ingens  fe 
circumagat  mens  Codringtoni  ;  ftupendam  !  Ji 
ab  alio.  Ecce  plauftrorum  gementium  pondus 
grave,  montium  parturientium  foetus  enormes, 
St  ampliffima  terra;  decrefcentis  fpolia  !  Quantus 
pulvis  adeft,  fudor  quantus  !  Future  vehuftatis 
immensd  congerie,  laborat  folum  St  fepelitur. 

“  Mi« 
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Quam  novum  &  aliis  inaufum  plufquam  pollicetur 
hoc  lapideum  chaos, 

“  - Minceque 

“  Murorum  ingentes,  sequataque  machina  ccelo  ?’* 

Hie  Sc  intus  &  extra  foecundiffima  laudis  mate- 
ries  ;  8c  linguarum  varietas,  &  Aidificii  fuperbia 
Babel  antiquum  in  mentem  trahunt. 

*  Sublimis  5c  perpolita  illius  ftru&urse  vel  in 
umbra  fumus,  nee  abhinc  longe  magnificentia  fe 
Tecepit  SheHoniana.  Hoc  eft  vicinium,  &  vel  in 
-hoc  vicinio  non  informes  adeo  nobis  videmur  ;  at 
vel  fub  ijlius  turns  fupercilio  fatis  augufto  laten- 
tibus  adhuc,  Sc  quodammodo  depress,  parvos 
quol'dam  ja&antiae  tumores  non  reprimendos  ebul- 
lire,  minime  diffiteor.  Si  longius  abfuiflet  ma- 
■gis  fe  ja&aret  Sc  praftul,  Sc  rex.  Eft  danda  tamen 
Codringtono  venia ;  alia  ratione  nunquam  vel 
Praefulum,  vel  Regum  majeftatem  imminuit; 
nunquam  non  ardentiffime  provexit.  Quod  ad- 
mirantibus  convenit,  alia  Collegia  circumftant. 
Sc  omne  claudunt  latus  ;  circumftent,  dum  fupe- 
rant,  8c  falva  eft  Academia,  -j-  Quod  propius  a 
•nobis  abeft,  nitidiffimum  attoilit  caput,  decanta- 
tumdecus  Academiae!  Decus  eft  Academue  fateor. 


*  Scliol.  Publ. 

You  VI. 
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fed  Sc  Noftrum  :  magnum  enim  majus,  pulclmim 
pulchrius,  majeftatis  non  expers,  majefiatenr  ple- 
niorem,  oftendit,  Sc  commendat.  Et  elfemus  in- 
grati,  ni  fateremur  ijias  tzdes  ccleberrimas  non 
minus  officiofi,  &  in  rem  noftram  confulentis 
proximi,  quam  csmuli  fuperbi  partes  praeftitifie. 

Surgit  exadverfo  Ratcliffianaj  liberalitatis  mo- 
numentum  :  primaevo  fidum  modulo,  veteris  Acdi- 
ficii  reverential  nihil  detrahit.  Obtinet  anti¬ 
quum  per  omnia:  nulla  ludit  levitas,  nulla  tumet 
ambitio,  nec  tanto  fumptu.  quicquam  affertur 
novi,  nifi  quod  produ&a  vetuftatis  funt  infignia, 
nifi  quod  Alfredi  barba  fit  aliquanto  prolixior, 
ut  ita  dicam,  Sc  comptior  fortafle  quam  non  ita 
pridem  fuit.  jEdificant  Sc  alibi  dumque  freculis 
prxeuntibus  palmam  eripiunt,  haud  indecora 
Codringtonian^e  magnanimitatis  eduntpradu- 
dia.  Sin  cuiquam  videar  intumefcere,  Scanimum 
impotentem  in  fpem  iniquam  relaxare,  habeo 
quod  fecurus  reponam  ;  f  Tuis  fub  aufpiciis  opus 
ingens  initium  fumit ;  procuratione  £  tua,  laeto 
fruitur  progreflu,  fibique  feliciflimum,  nec  arro- 
ganter  te  prefpefto,  jamjam  gratulatur  exi- 
tum. 

Coll.  Uliiv.  •}■  Cuflodis. 

J  Doftoris  G.  Clark, 
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Nos  autem  Gothico  pondere  laboramus,  Sc  hir- 
futo  nimis  ingenio,  in  barbariem  relabimur.  I/li 
merara  fpirant  Italiam,  &  delicata  fe  limant  ele- 
gantia.  Sed  quid  fi  vi  Septentrionali  compta 
Aufonia  rurfus  fe  viftam  fateatur  ?  Sublimis  eft 
animi  feliciter  audere ;  turn  vera  laus  proflint, 
cum  pulchro  rerum  exitu  fimul&  perculli  fumus, 
Sc  decepti  cum  inviti  refipifcentefque  laudamus. 
Frigidas  cujufdam  medlocritatls  eft,  fi  non  vitii, 
cunftis  placuifie.  Vos,  O  Judices  Eruditiflimi, 
quod  nonnuili  nimium  Sc  delicate  fapiendo  in- 
fipiunt,  ne  difpliceat  vobis  inceptum  hoc  confult  'if- 
Jimum .  Ne  veftroe,  id  eft  verse  laudis  difpendio 
luat  imperitiam  vulgi ;  quod  excellit  tantopere, 
hide,  precor,  ignofcatis;  Nec  gloriae  fuse  vitio 
detur,  quod  major  fit,  quam  ut  anguftae  pufilloe- 
que  menti  fe  totam  ingerat.  Quo  tardior  accre- 
fcit  hominum  approbatio,  eo,  molis  hujus  inftar 
operofie,  cum  feme!  accrevit  Sc  fortior  eft,  Sc  diu- 
turnior. 

Spiritus  huic  opcri  liberaliflimo  par,  e  quam 
paTicis  eft  eximendus !  Multi  doElrlnam  omnino 
negle'dtui  habent;  multi  refpiciunt,  fed  non 
amant ;  amant  multi,  fed  propriam  ;  Sc  aliorum 
multi,  fed  non  omnium ;  &  omnium  multi,  fed 
fumptibus  alienis.  Seledtos  animos  hoc  munus 
exigit;  hincdit  quod  Bibliothecae  Principes,  ple- 
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rumque  Fundatores,  interdum  &  Curatores  ha- 
buere.  lllis  maxime  cordi  funt  literae,  quorum 
interefl  maxime  memoriam  fuam  difFundi,  tradi- 
que  per  fascula.  BibliothecAm  qui  ponit  in- 
docius,  fplendidam  folummodo  pcenitentlam  agit ; 
qui  pravus,  fuo  periculo  fpirat  honeftum,  &  in- 
ftrumenta  congerit,  quibus  ipfe  puniatur. 

Noil  is,  O  Bibliothecis  maxime  verfati,  mi- 
nime  carentes  !  quod  Bieliotheca  eft  templum 
elapji  temporis  gloria:  dicatum,  futuri  commodo. 
Eft  acies  adverfus  ignorantiam,  &  errores,  per 
terrarum  orbem  confcripta,  bene  inftrucla,  nun- 
quam  non  parata.  Htec  eft  acies,  O  Britanni, 
quam  nulla  dies,  &c  vobis  annuentibus,  exaufio- 
rajit.  Virtutem  tribuit  eruditione  fua,  fua  re- 
munerat  voluptate.  Secundas  res  ornat,  lenit 
adverfas.  Aut  opes  dat,  aut  dat  quod  majus, 
non  carere.  Hie  vivunt  Veteres,  hinc  vota  Pofte- 
ris.  Yiro dat effe magno,  puiillo latere.  Hicvelnos 
amitfimus,  vel  invenimus  gloriam.  Sheldoni,  Cod- 
RiNGTONi,Wakeihinc  emergunt;  hicipfememet 
occultabo.  Hudfone  nofter,  hie  hnmortahtas  (in 
Oxonio  deeft  cui  me  vertam,  dicens)  hie  &  oblivio. 

Et  ut  donum  hoc  eximium  naturdfua  magnum , 
fie  Audtore  majus .  Accepimus  enim  Bieliothe- 
cam  a  galeato ;  a  togato  vidtoriam  &  triumphos. 
Hie  orbi  terrarum  rependit  arces,  quas  apud.Na- 
murcam,  non  ibi  mag  is  vidior  delevit,  Illic 
7  Reg* 
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Rege  tefte,  fuperbivit  ;  hie  loci,  vobis.  Sed 
quorfum  abeo  ?  Heroa  litcrcitum  folummodo 
meum  eft  deiineare  ;  8c  attendatis  v.elira,  quam 
magnus  e  Codringtono  vir  excerpendus  eft, 
Aulico,  Duce,  Gubernatore  falvis  integrifque  re- 
liiftis. 

In  ftudiis  ardens,  ut  id  bello,  ft  mu  I  in  oranes 
literarum  copias  impetum  fecit ;  omnes  oppoft- 
tus  profligavit ;  8c  ab  omni  feientia,  proprio 
marte  Tyro  nofter  Academicus  retulit  vi&oriam. 
Ut  ab  oculo  fuo,  mirum  in  modum,  fic  8c  ab 
oratione,  poeftque  (tanta  vis  inerat!)  fcintillae 
videbantur  abfiftere  :  num  verbum  eft  ardentius ?. 
de  Codringtono  loquor:  de  Codringtono  lo- 
quens  qui  non  inealefeit,  oblivifeitur  argument!. 
Dobtrina  verb  humaniori  florentiffimum  quis  ig* 
norat  ?  Per  arida,  obfeura,  falebrofa  literarum 
celerem  expedivit  animum ;  Codringtonus  8c  in 
His.  Ex  variis  operofam  gloriam  fibi  cumulavit. 
In  omnibus  vehemens  fateor  (laudent  alii)  fupra 
quod  cuiquam  credibile  eft  :  non  vehementibus, 
vehementiam  conciliavit ;  vehementer  er'at  dofius. 
Mentis  ejus  lumen,  fulgur  magis  quam  ftellam  re- 
ferebat :  multum  enim  8c  vis  8c  aeftus  luce  com- 
mifeuit ;  &  nonnulli,  qui  fplendorem  ejus  nolue- 
runt  videre,  velinviti  fenferunt.  NecPraefensTolum 
& omnino nofter,  noftra  curabat ;  velin  bellifulmine 
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nos  refpexit;  libris  coemendis  fatis  amplos  fump- 
tus  fecit  quotannis  ;  et  ubi  vitae  fuit  oblitus,  li¬ 
terature  confuluit.  Caefari  (nec  in  hoc  unice) 
comparandus,  quod  una  manu  jluihis  iumentcs 
fortiter  impulit,  una  gloriole  fcripta  fuji'mult. 
Et  quoniam  Cefaris  mentionem  feci,  non  erit 
abs  re  fubjicere,  quod  vitae  clariffimae  fpatium 
fupremum  extruende  Bibliothecae  dellinavit 
hie  virorum  maximus.  Moriens  autem  opus 
vere  imperatorium,  cum  terrarum  orbe,  legavit 
Augufto ;  prout  mundi  dominum  decebat,  hie 
exftruxit  ;  &  tamen  poll  Anguftum  in  eodem 
laudis  campo,  magnus  eft  Codringtonus.  Doc- 
trince  licet,  &  inde  conflati  nominis  avidiifimus, 
nullis  tamen  erat  invidiae  ftimulis,  ut  fere  fit, 
agitatus.  Yos,  O  Socii,  teftor,  quibus  invidilfe 
culpa  pene  vacafletj  Te,  Creeche,  teftor  prse 
cbteris,  in  eleganti  ccetu,  nunquam  oblivifeende, 
Bunquam  non  celebrande;  Te  teftor,  quodCoD- 
IUNgTonus  eruditioni  ftuduit  non  tantum  Juev^ 
&  munificentiffime  ftuduit.  Suum  effert  Rom.a 
Lucretium,  Britannia  fuum.  Unde  generofus 
ardor  &  mentis  inexhaufta  vis  in  tam  pulchra, 
tarn  ardua  fuppetebat  ?  Sepofitis  unjee  Mem- 
mio  CoDRiNGTONoque,  cundlis  in  promptu  eft 
dicere.  O  modeftam,  O  pulchram  herum  igno- 
rantiam !  Maxima,  fua  feientia  pulchriorem  1 

Sed 
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Sed  jpfam  reformido  veritatem,  ne  di£H  fides  la- 
boret ;  exciderem  veritate,  fi  verifimilia  teae- 
rem :  Scienter  admodum  inftituit  Addifonus, 

qui  heroa,  folutam  orationem  fublimi  genio  fu- 
gientem,  vigore  Poefis  attigit ;  &  effufis  Mui'a- 
rum  opibus,  virum  non  exornandum,  enarravit. 
Si  menti,  judices,  ignera  inditum,  fi  fplendidum 
ingenium,  fi  nominis  amplitndinem,  fi  bello  vim, 
'fi  vitam,  (eheu  !  cur  amico  Lane  defuifti  ?)  bre- 
vifilmam,  fi  totum  denique  virum,  in  exiguo  de« 
pingendum,  uno  verbo  coardlandum  mihi  de- 
iumpferim,  ducem  prseftantiffimum  pulveri  pyreo 
ab  igne  correpto  conferre  non  timerem ;  calu'it , 
enituit ,  injonuit ,  concufiit ,  abivit. 

Codringtongm,  qui  minime  norunt,  dicent 
fortafte,  me  multum  in  laudando  fuifle,  qui  probe, 
brevem.  Vos  iliius  quondam  Sodales  8r  necefla- 
rii,  non  veltrum  eft  tarn  aufcultare  quam  me 
corrigere.  Ad  memoriam  veftram  vos  relego ; 
veftra  cogitatio,  eft  Oratio  mea  ;  Fio  fic  demura 
eloquens,  &  argumento  fublimi  par.. 

Quantus  autem  Codringtonus  qu-alifqite 
-prius  audiftis  :  et  ab  illo,  quern,  ipfe  verba  lac- 
turns,  vos  audivifle  minime  vellem,  ni  viri  con- 
junfhjjimi  famam,  longe  prsetulerim  mess.  Ele- 
<gantiatn  Be  ab  Hojie  praedicandam  !  Quam  mojli 
-eloquio,  quam  leae  fluenti,  delicate  pronunciato, 
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ex  animo  humaniffinae  aeprompto  dolorem  nof- 
trum  flagrantem  demulfit  ?  Nec  Oratoris  laudi 
Vos  defuiftis.  In  plaufu  veftro  tum  triumpha- 
bam  ;  manu  plufquam  mea  tum  palmam  arripui ; 
&  quamcunque  feratis  in  animo  de  futilitate 
noftra  fententiam,  fero  nimis  eft  hodie  veftram  In- 
dulgentiam  mihi  denegare. 

AdTe  vero,  Marmor,  mei  pundhim  argument!, 
revertar,  oportet;  &  ut  unde  fit  orfa,  in  eodem 
terminetur  Oratio  mea.  O  Marmor  cbarijf- 
mum!  Viri  chariffimi  nomen  gerens,  honora- 
tijjimum  !  Fundatoris  honoratiffimi  tibi  famam 
ex  parte  comminam  habens,  potentijfmum !  Sc 
me  ad  Oratoris  munus  fubeundum  extimulans^ 
valeas  :  molem  tibi  concreditam  fortiter  diuque 
fuftineas ;  Sc  cum  longa  dies  te  luci  reddet,  (nam 
quid  occultum  longa  dies  non  luci  redditura  ?) 
notum  facias  fuiffe  CodringTonum,  Sc  fe  prse- 
clarum  dediffe :  fed  omnino  talem,  qualem  no« 
experti  fumus,  Sc  antequam  hoc  tam  grande  medi. 
tatus  eft,  non  Tuum  eft  enarrare :  Imo,  nee 
Ciceronis.  Ciceronis,  in  facilitate  dicendi  longe 
longeque  principis.  Quem.  multi  thefauris  effu- 
fis  ambiere,  nunquam  nimirum  inopes  reputandi, 
quibus  fuperfuit  Cicero  ;  quem  aurum  Sc  purpura 
Sc  pauper  oriens  donis  fuis  fplendidifiimis  prof  us} % 
fed  Sc  parum  ornavit ;  quem  ftnu  foverunt  impe- 
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ratores,  &  diadema  decus  habuerunt  fecundum  ; 
his  indiciis  gloriae  cumulatiffimus,  humanorum 
maximus  au&orum  nondum  affecutus  eft  fafti- 
gium,  imo  nec  aflecutunis,  donee  claffibus  tuis 
collocetur,  Bibliotheca  O  Suroptuofiffima 
Chichleio-Codringtoni  ANA. 
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HO  W  imperfeCt  foever  my  own  compofition 
may  be,  yet  am  I  willing,  to  fpeak  a  word 
or  two  of  the  nature  of  Lyric  Poetry ;  to  Ihew 
that  I  have  at  leaft  fome  idea  of  perfection  in 
that  kind  of  poem  in  which  I  am  engaged  *  ;  and 
that  I  do  not  think  myfelf  poet  enough  entirely 
to  rely  on  infpiration  for  my  fuccefs  in  it. 

To  our  having,  or  not  having  this  idea  of  per¬ 
fection  m  the  poem  we  undertake,  is  chiefly 
owing  the  merit  or  demerit  of  our  performances, 
as  alfo  the  modefty  or  vanity  of  our  opinions 
concerning  them.  And  in  fpeaking  of  it  I  fhall 
fhew  how  it  unavoidably  comes  to  pafs,  that  bad 
Poets,  that  is,  Poets  in  general,  are  elteemed, 
and  really  are ,  the  molt  vain,  the  molt  irritable, 
and  moll  ridiculous  fet  of  men  upon  earth.  But 
Poetry  in  its  own  nature  is  certainly 

‘‘  —  Non  hos  quaefitum  munus  in  ufus.” 

Virg. 


*  See  the  Ode^  in  voL  I. 
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He  that  has  an  idea  of  perfection  in  the  work 
he  undertakes  may  fail  in  it ;  he  that  has  not, 
muji  :  and  yet  he  will  be  vain.  For  every  little 
degree  of  beauty,  how  fhort  or  improper  foever, 
will  be  looked  on  fondly  by  him  ;  becaufe  it  is  all 
pure  gains ,  and  more  than  he  promifed  to  him- 
felf ;  and  becaufe  he  has  no  tell,  or  ftandard  in 
his  judgement,  with  which  to  chaflife  his  opinion 
of  it. 

Now  this  idea  of  perfection  is,  in  Poetry, 
more  refined  than  in  other  kinds  of  writing  ; 
and  becaufe  more  refined,  therefore  more  diffi¬ 
cult  ;  and,  becaufe  more  difficult,  therefore 
more  rarely  attained ;  and  the  non-attainment 
of  it  is,  as  I  have  faid,  the  fource  of  our  vanity. 
Hence  the  poetic  cian  are  more  obnoxious  to 
vanity  than  others.  And  from  vanity  con- 
l'equentially  flows  that  great  fenfibility  of 
difrefpect,  that  quick  refentment,  that  tinder 
of  the  mind  that  kindles  at  every  fpark,  and 
juftly  marks  them  out  for  the  “  genus  irritabile” 
among  mankind.  And  from  this  combuflible 
temper,  this  ferious  anger  for  no  very  ferious 
things,  things  looked  on  by  mofl  as  foreign  to 
the  important  points  of  life,  as  confequentially 
flows  that  inheritance  of  ridicule,  which  devolves 
on  them,  from  generation  to  generation.  As 

foon 
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foon  as  they  become  authors,  they  become  like 
Ben  Jonfon’s  angry  boy,  and  learn  the  art  of 
quarrel. 

“  — Concordes  animas — dum  nofte  prementur ; 

**  Heu  quantum  inter  fe  bellum,  li  lumina  vitse 
“  Attigerint,  quantas  acies,  ftragemque  ciebunt! 
“  Qui  Juvenes  !  quantas  oftentant,  afpice,  vires. 
“  Ne,  Pueri!  ne  tanta  animis  afluefcite  bella. 

**  Tuque  prior,  tu  parce,  genus  qui  ducis  Olympor 
“  Syderio  flagrans  clypeo,  &  coeleflibus  armis, 

“  Projice  tela  manu,  fanguis  meus  ! 

**  Nec  te  ullse  facies,  non  terruit  ipfe  Typhceus 
**  Arduus,  arma  tenens;  non  teMeffapus  &Ufens, 
u  Contemptorque  Deum  Mezentius.” 

Yirg. 

But  to  return.  He  that  has  this  idea  of  per¬ 
fection  in  the  work  he  undertakes,  however  fuc- 
eefsful  he  is,  will  yet  be  modeji ;  becaufe  to  rife 
up  to  that  idea,  which  he  propofed  for  his  mo¬ 
del,  is  almoft,  if  not  abfolutely,  impoffible. 

Thefe  two  obfervations  account  for  what  may 
feem  as  ftrange,  as  it  is  infallibly  true ;  I  mean, 
.they  {hew  us  why  good  writers  have  the  loweft, 
and  bad  writers  the  higheft,  opinion  of  their 
own  performances.  They  who  have  only  a  par¬ 
tial  idea  of  this  perfection,  as  their  portion  of 
•ignorance  or  knowledge  of  it  is  greater  or  lefs, 

have 


e6o  ON  LYRIC  POETRY. 


have  proportionable  degrees  of  modefty  or  con¬ 
ceit. 

Nor,  though  natural  good  undemanding 
makes  a  tolerably  juft  judgement  in  things  of  this 
nature,  will  the  reader  judge  the  worfe,  for 
forming  to  himfelf  a  notion  of  what  he  ought  to 
expedt  from  the  piece  he  has  in  hand,  before  he 
begins  his  perufal  of  it.. 

The  Ode,  as  it  is  the  eldeft  kind  of  Poetry,  fo 
it  is  _  more  fpiritous,  and  more  remote  from 
Profe  than  any  other,  in  fenfe,  found,  expreffion, 
and  condudt.  Its  thoughts  ihould  be  uncom¬ 
mon,  fublime,  and  moral ;  its  numbers  full, 
eafy,  and  moft  harmonious ;  its  expreffion  pure, 
llrong,  delicate,  yet  unaffedted;  and  of  a  curious 
felicity  beyond  other  Poems  ;  its  condudt  Ihould 
be  rapturous,  fomewhat  abrupt,  and  unmetho¬ 
dical  to  a  vulgar  eye.  That  apparent  order, 

•  and  connexion,  which  gives  form  and  life  to 
feme  compofitions,  takes  away  the  very  foul  of 
this.  Fire,  elevation,  and  feledt  thought,  are 
indifpenfable an  humble,  tame,  and  vulgar  Ode 
is  the  moft  pitiful  error  a  pen  can  commit. 

**  Mufa  dedit  Fidibus  divos,  puerofque  Deorum.” 

And  as  its  fubjedls  are  fublime,  its  writer’s 
genius  fliould  be  fo  too  ;  otherwife  it  becomes  the 

meaneft 
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.  meaneft  thing  in  writing,  viz.  an  involuntary  bur- 
lefque. 

It  is  the  genuine  chara&er  and  true  merit  of 
the  Ode,  a  little  to  ftartle  fome  apprehenfions. 

•  Men  of  cold  complexions  are  very  apt  to  miftake 
a  want  of  vigour  in  their  imaginations,  for  a  de¬ 
licacy  of  tafie  in  their  judgements  ;  and,  like 
perfons  of  a  tender  fight,  they  look  on  bright 
objects,  in  their  natural  lufire,  as  too  glaring; 
what  is  moll  delightful  to  a  ftronger  eye,  is  pain¬ 
ful  to  them.  Thus  Pindar,  who  has  as  much 
logic  at  the  bottom  as  Ariitotle  or  Euclid,  to 
fome  critics  has  appeared  as  mad  ;  and  muft  ap¬ 
pear  fo  to  all  who  enjoy  no  portion  of  his  own 
divine  fpirit.  Dwarf-underftandings,  meafuring 
others  by  their  own  ftandard,  are  apt  to  think 
they  fee  a  monfter,  when  they  fee  a  man. 

And  indeed  it  feems  to  be  the  amends  which 
nature  makes  to  thofe  whom  fhe  has  not  blefled 
with  an  elevation  of  mind,  to  indulge  them  in 
the  comfortable  miftake,  that  all  is  wrong, 
which  falls  not  within  the  narrow  limits  of  their 
own  comprehenfions  and  relifti. 

Judgement,  indeed,  that  mafculine  power  of 
the  mind,  in  Ode,  as  in  all  compofitions,  fliould 
bear  the  fupreme  fway !  and  a  beautiful  imagi¬ 
nation,  as  its  mifirefs,  Ihould  be  fubdued  to  its 
dominion.  Hence,  and  hence  only,  can  proceed 
the  fairefl  offspring  of  the  human  mind. 


But 
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£~t  then  in  Ode,  there  is  this  difference  from 
ctner  kinds  c:  P Derry  ;  that,  there,  the  imagina- 
tim.  tike  a  very  beautiful  miitreis,  is  indulged 
;a  the  appearance  of  domineering;  though  the 
-yedgetnenr,  like  an  artful  lover,  in  reality  car¬ 
ries  its  pent ;  and  the  ie£s  it  is  fufpected  of  it,  it 
news  the  more  mafterly  conduct,  and  defervea 
the  greater  commendation. 

I:  ko'ds  true  in  this  province  of  writing,  as  in 
-v-cr.  The  more  danger,  the  more  honour/’ 
I:  unit  be  very  enterprizing ;  it  mult,  in  Shake- 
Ipesre’-s  ilyie,  have  “  hair-brer  dth  ’fcapes  ;5‘  and. 
-erren  tread  the  very  brink  of  error:  nor  can  it 
.■ever  deferve  the  applaufe  of  the  re..}  judge,  unlefs 
it  renders  irielf  obnoxious  to  the  mifapprehen- 
:£ons  of  the  emir  ary. 

Such  is  CafimineVftram  among  the  modems, 
vrhofe  livelj'  wit,  and  happy  fire,  is  an  honour 
to  them.  And  Buchanan  might  -iiftly  be  much 
admired,  if  any  thing  more  than  the  lv.-eetnels  of 
his  numbers,  and  the. purity  of  his  fiction,  were 
his  own  :  his  original  *.  from  which  I  have 'taken 
my  motto,  through  all  the  diiadvantages  of  a 
Northern  profe  tranilation,  is  fill  admirable  ; 
and,  Cowley  fays,  as  preferable  in  beauty  to  Bu¬ 
chanan,  as  [udsais  to  Scotland. 

Pindar,  Anacreon,  Sappho,  and  Horace,  are 
-the  great  M afters  of  Lyric  poem-  among  Heathen 
4  Tfc-e  Pifliss  of  Civic,  P£scr.i.  ",  £. 
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writers.  Pindar’s  Mufe,  like  Sacharifla,  is  a 
ftately,  imperious,  and  accomplifhed  beauty; 
equally  difdaining  the  ufe  of  art,  and  the  fear  of 
any  rival;  fo  intoxicating,  that  it  was  the  higheft 
commendation  that  could  be  given  an  Ancient, 
that  he  was  not  afraid  to  tafte  of  her  chains ; 

“  Pindarici  fontisqui  non  expalluit  hauftus 

a  danger  which  Horace  declares  he  durft  not 
run. 

Anacreon’s  Mufe  is  like  Amoret,  moil  fweet, 
natural,  and  delicate  ;  all  over  flowers,  graces, 
and  charms,  infpiring  complacency,  not  awe; 
and  flte  feems  to  have  good-nature  enough  to 
admit  a  rival,  which  fhe  cannot  find. 

Sappho’s  Mufe,  like  Lady - ,  is  paffionately  • 

tender,  and  glowing;  like  oil  fet  on  fire,  fhe  is 
fift,  and  warm  in  excefs.  Sappho  has  left  us  a 
few  fragments  only;  Time  has  fwallowed  the 
reft  ;  but  that  little  which  remains,  like  the  re¬ 
maining  jewel  of  Cleopatra,  after  the  other  was 
diflolved  at  her  banquet,  may  be  -efteemed  (as 
was  that  jewel)  a  fufficient  ornament  for  the 
goddefs  of  beauty  herfelf. 

Horace’s  Mufe  (like  one  I  fhallnot  prefume  to 
name)  is  corredft,  .folid,  and  moral ;  flte  joins  all 
the  fweetnefs  and  majefty,  all  the  fenfe  and  the 

fire 
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fire  of  the  former,  in  the  jufteft  proportions  and 
degrees  ;  iuperadding  a  felicity  of  drefs  entirely 
her  own.  She  moreover  is  diftinguifhable  by  this 
particularity,  That  fne  abounds  in  hidden  graces, 

•  and  fecret  charms,  which  none  but  the  difeern- 
ing  can  difeover ;  nor  are  any  capable  of  doing 
full  juftice,  in  their  opinion,  to  her  excellencies, 
without  giving  the  world,  at  the  fame  time,  an 
inconteftable  proof  of  refinement  in  their  own 
underltandings. 

But,  after  all,  to  the  honour  of  our  own 
country,  I  mull  add,  that  I  think  Mr.  Dryden’s 
Ode  on  St.  Cecilia’s  Day  inferior  to  no  compo- 
fition  of  this  kind.  Its  chief  beauty  confifts  in 
adapting  the  numbers  moft  happily  to  the  variety 
of  the  occafion.  Thofe  by  which  he  has  chofen 
to  exprefs  Majefty,  (viz.) 

“  Aflumes  the  God, 

“  Affefts  to  nod, 

“  And  feems  to  lhake  the  fpheres  —  ” 

are  chofen  in  the  following  Ode,  becaufe  th®. 
fubjeft  of  it  is  great. 

For  the  more  harmony  likewife,  I  chofe  the 
frequent  return  of  rhyme;  which  laid  me  under 
great  difficulties.  But  difficulties  overcome  give 
grace  and  pleafure.  Nor  can  I  account  for  the 

pleafurs 
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pleafure  of  rhyme  in  general  (of  which  the  mo¬ 
derns  are  too  fond)  but  from  this  truth. 

But  then  the  Writer  muii  take  care  that  the 
difficulty  is  overcome.  That  is,  he  muii  make 
rhyme  confident  with  as  perfeft  fenfe,  and  ex- 
preffion,  as  could  be  expefted  if  he  was  free 
from  that  ftiackle.  Otherwife,  it  gives  neither 
grace  to  the  work,  nor'  pleafure  to  the  reader, 
nor,  confequently,  reputation  to  the  Poet. 

To  fum  the  whole  :  Ode  fliould  be  peculiar, 
but  not  drained ;  moral,  but  not  flat;  natural, 
but  not  obvious;  delicate,  but  not  affe&ed; 
noble,  but  not  ambitious ;  full,  but  not  ob- 
feure;  fiery,  but  not  mad;  thick,  but  not 
loaded  in  its  numbers,  which  fliould  be  mod 
harmonious,  without  the  lead*facrifice  of  ex- 
preffion,  or  of  fenfe.  Above  all,  in  this,  as  in 
every  work  of  genius,  fomewhat  of  an  original 
fpirit  fliould  be,  at  lead,  attempted ;  otherwife 
the  Poet,  whofe  character  difclaims  mediocrity, 
makes  a  fecondary  praife  his  ultimate  ambition; 
which  has  fomething  of  a  contradiaion  in  it. 
Originals  only  have  true  life,  and  differ  as  much 
from  the  bed  Imitations,  as  men  from  the  mod 
animated  piaures  of  them.  Nor  is  what  I  fay 
at  all  inconfident  with  a  due  deference  for  the 
gieat  dandards  of  Antiquity;  nay,  that  very  de~- 
ference  is  an  argument  for  it,  for  doubtlefs  their 

example 
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example  is  on  my  fide  in  this  matter.  And  we 
Ihould  rather  imitate,  their  example  in  the  gene¬ 
ral  motives,  and  fundamental  methods  of  their 
working,  than  in  their  works  themfelves.  This 
is  a  dillindion,  I  think,  not  hitherto  made,  and 
a  dillindion  of  confequence.  For  the  firlt  may 
make  us  their  equals ;  the  fecond  mull  pro¬ 
nounce  us  their  inferiors  even  in  our  utmoll  fuc- 
cefs.  But  the  firlt  of  thefe  prizes  is  not  fo  rea¬ 
dily  taken  by  the  moderns ;  as  valuables  too 
malTy'for  eafy  carriage  are  not  fo  liable  to  the 
thief. 

The  Ancients  had  a  particular  regard  to  the 
choice  of  their  fubjeds ;  which  were  generally 
national  and  great.  My  fubjed  is,  in  its-own 
nature,  noble  ;  moil  proper  for  an  Englilhman  ; 
never  more  proper  than  on  this  occalion ;  and 
(what  is  Itrange)  hitherto  unfung. 

If  I  Hand  not  abfolutely  condemned  by  my 
own  rules  ;  if  I  have  hit  the  fpirit  of  Ode  in  gene¬ 
ral  ;  if  I  cannot  think,  with  Mr.  Cowley,  that 
“  Mulic  alone,  fometimes,  makes  an  excellent 
“Ode,”1 

Verfus  inopes  reruns  nugreque  canors;7’ 

if  there  is  any  thought,  enthuliafm,  and  pic¬ 
ture,  which  are  as  the  body,  foul,  and  robe  of 
poetry;  in  a  word,  if  in  any  degree  1  have  pro¬ 
vided  rather  food  for  men,  than  air  for  wits-;  I 

hope 
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hope  fmallcr  faults  will  meet  indulgence  for  the. 
fake  of  the  defign,  which  is  the  glory  of  my 
Gountry  and  my  King. 

And  indeed,  this  may  be  faid,  in  general,  that 
g.reat  fubjedts  are  above  being  nice ;  that  dig¬ 
nity  and  fpirit  ever  fuffer  from  fcrupulous  exact- 
nefs ;  and  that  the  minuter  cares  effeminate  a 
compofition.  Great  mailers  of.  Poetry,  Paint¬ 
ing,  and  Statuary,  in  their  nobler  works,  have 
even  affedted  the  contrary :  and  juftly ;  for  a 
truly-mafculine  air  partakes  more  of  the  negli¬ 
gent,  than  of  the  neat,  both  in  waitings,  and  in 
life  — 

“  Grandis  oratio  haberet  majeilatis  fuse  pondus.” 

Pet ron. 

A  Poem,  like  a  criminal,  under  too  fevere 
correction,  may  lofe  all  its  fpirit,  and  expire. 
We  know  it  was  Faberrimus,  that  was  fuch  an 
artiil  at  a  hair  or  a  nail.  And  we  know  the 
caufe  was 

“  Quia  ponere  totum 
“  Nefcius.”  Hor. 

To  clofe  :  If  a  piece  of  this  nature  wants  an 
apology,  I  mull  own,  that  thofe  who  have 
ftrength  of  mind  fufficient  profitably  to  devote 
the  whole  of  their  time  to  the  fever er  ftudies,  1 
defpair  of  imitating,  I  can  only  envy  and  admire. 

The 
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The  mind  is  relieved  and  ftrengthened  by  variety  ; 
and  he  that  fometimes  is  fporting  with  his  pen, 
is  only  taking  the  moll  effectual  means  of  giving 
a  general  importance  to  it.  This  truth  is  clear 
from  the  knowledge  of  human  nature,  and  of 
Hiftory  ;  from  which  I  could  cite  very  celebrated 
inftances,  did  I  not  fear  that,  by  citing  them,  I 
fhould  condemn  myfelf,  who  am  fo  little  quali¬ 
fied  to  follow'  their  example  in  its  full  extent. 


An  Argument  drawn  From  the  Circumstances 
of  CHRIST’S  Death,  for  the  Truth  of 
His  Reeigiow. 


A 
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PR  E  AC  II  ED  BEFORE 

HIS  MAJESTY,  at  Kensington, 
June,  i  758. 

*  *n. 

By  EDWARD  YOUNG,  LL.D. 

Chaplain  in  Ordinary  to  His  MAJESTY. 

Printed  in  the  Year  1758, 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

THE  writer  not  knowing  that  thh  Argument 
has  been  made  ufe  of  by  others,  thought  it 
excufeable  to  fend  it  to  the  prefs;  as  it  endea¬ 
vours  to  ihew,  that  the  Death  of  Chrift,  as  well 
as  his  refurredtion ,  gives  evidence  to  the  truth 
of  his  religion. 


E  *7*  3 


TO  THE 

KING. 


■May  it  pleai'e  Your  Majesty, 

I  SHOULD  not  have  prefumed  on  the 
liberty  of  this  addrefs,  if  the  difcourfe  an¬ 
nexed  was  not  of  a  nature  to  be  prefented,  with 
Lome  propriety,  to  the  Defender  of  that  Faith , 
by  which  alone  we  can  be  faved;  and  which  is 
the  moft  likely  means  to  fave  us  in  the  prefent 
to  fave  us  in  times  of  peace,  from  our  vices; 
and  (what  fome  may  value  more)  in  this  day  of 
war,  from  our  foes.  To  our  foes,  nothin."  can 
make  us  fo  formidable  as  religion  and  virtue 
which  are  the  fruits  of  faith.  What  have  they 
to  fear  from  thofe,  who  have  nothing  to  hone 
but  on  this  fide  the  grave?  that  is,  from  thofe, 
in  whom  valour  is  indiferetion;  whofe  true  wifi 
dom  con  fills  in  flight;  who  muft  therefore  be 
branded  either  with  cowardice,  or  folly,  in  the 
field?  And  how  dreadful,  in  union,  are  folly 
and  death  ? 
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On  the  contrary,  in  the  virtuous  believer, 
valour  is  not  only  wife,  but  natural,  andfafe; 
natural,  as  through  death’s  frightful  afpect  he 
difcerns  a  real  friend;  and  fafe,  as  he  is  fure  to 
triumph,  though  he  falls :  and  how  glorious,  in 
union,  a  deathlefs  name  and  endlefs  blits  ? 

Since,  then,  the  believer  cannot  fear ,  or  the 
former  dare ,  but  purely  for  want  of  thought,  it 
is  fcarce  too  bold  to  fay,  that,  in  a  martial,  as 
well  as  moral  fenfe,  Faith -overcomes  the  world. 

Faith,  then,  is  a  military  virtue;  and  fltould 
take  the  field,  or  fortitude  may  defort:-  faith  not 
only  fortifies,  but  fini&es  the  folclier;  who  then 
only  is  compleat,  when  his  king  and  country, 
under  all  events,  are  fure  of  fomething  to  their 
vvifh;  fure,  either  to  rejoice  in  his  glorious  con- 
quell,  or  to  boaft  and  envy  his  blefled  end ;  envy 
bis  wife  ambition  unbounded  by  victory;  and 
boaft  his  dauntlefs  fpirit  invulnerable  under  the 
ftroke  of  death. 

"When  thus  happy  men  run  no  hazard  in  war, 
but  that  of  bettering  their  condition,  behind 
inch  unfeigned  defenders -of  kingdoms,  fuppor- 
ters  of  thrones,  and  renowned  ftandards  of  war¬ 
like  worth,  a  nation  may  fit  in  fafety;  and  re¬ 
count  her  brave-anceftors’  illuftrious  deeds,  with¬ 
out  fear  offe'tting  her  own  diferedit  in  the  ftrongeft 
point  of  light:  but  when  faith  is  wanting,  cold 
and  unanimated  fleets  and  armies  may  leave  us 

naked 
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naked  in  the  day  of  battle:  and  with  much  igno¬ 
minious  pomp,  and  expence,  increafe  and  Jigna~- 
lize  the  dilhonour  of  our  defeat. 

The  belt  authors  of  former  times  obferve, 
that  Rome  was  valiant  and  fuccefsful,  became 
Die  was  pious:  but  as  her  piety  was  erroneous, 
her  valour  was  fierce,  her  conquefts  unjuft,  her 
dominion  oppreilive.  Real  and  lafting  greatnefs 
muft  be  founded  in  true  piety,  and  a  rational 
contempt  of  danger,  fuch  as  diltinguifhes  a  mart 
from  a  tiger;  both  which  virtues  are  the  genuine 
effect  (an  efiecl  which  nothing  elfe  can  produce) 
of  that  faith,  which  You,  Sir!  defend;  and 
which  the  following  pages  v/ould,  in  fame  de¬ 
gree,  ftrengthen,  and  i’uppori. 

That  your  Majefty  may  long  infpire  into  an 
happy  and  grateful  people  thefe  aggrandizing 
fentiments  of  old  Britiih  magnanimity,  and 
found  Chriftian  fortitude,  of  which  the  leaft 
bleffings  are  conqueft  and  renown;  and  which 
would  make  us  happy,  though  both  fhould  fail; 
this  is  the  prayer  of 

Your  Majesty’s 

Moft  dutiful  Subject, 

and  ancient  Servant, 

Edward  Young* 

13 
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Mark  xv.  14. 

And  Pilate  fa'id  unto  them ,  Why?  TVhat  Evil 
hath  He  done  ?  And  they  cried  out'  more  ex¬ 
ceedingly,  Crucify  Him, 

THE  crucifixion  of  our  bleffed  Saviour  was 
an  event  full  of  terror  in  its  nature,  and' 
full  of  confolation  in  its  confequences,  to  the 
whole  human  race.  But  neither  of  thefe  is  the 
propofed  fubjeit  of  the  prefent  difcourfe.  I  rather 
chufe  to  contemplate  the  ftrong  evidences  of  a- 
divine  interpofition,  which  are  afforded  us  in  the 
manner  of  bringing  about  this  great  event :  fuch 
a  manner  as  was  requifite  to  render  it  moil  effec¬ 
tual  to  the  merciful  intentions  of  our  great,  and 
Bioft  indulgent,  God  in  it. 

I  fhall  obferve  the  mold  admirable  and  adora¬ 
ble  wifdom  of  God  through  this  whole  tranfac- 
tion ;  and  make  it  manifeft,  that  He  fees  through? 
all  the  actions,  accidents,  hearts,  and  inclinations, 
of  men;  and  conduits  them  all,  however  per- 
verfe,  to  the  full  accomplifhment  of  his  own 
good  pleafure. 

If  innocence  could  ever  have  been  a  fufficient 
Fence  againft  injuftice,  or  meeknefs  againft  ca¬ 
lumny,  or  the  molt  obliging  goodnefa  againft 
outrage,  our  moft  bleffed  Lord  muft  have  been 
I  4  fufficient  ly 
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fufHciently  guarded  againff  the  profecution  of 
the  J  ews.  But,  as  human  nature  hands  cor¬ 
rupted,  thefe  excellent  qualities  are  no  guards  at 
all.  They  rather  expofe,  and  lay  us  open  to 
malevolent  affaults.  Innocence  itfelf  is  often  in¬ 
terpreted  into  a  crime,  and  gives  feme' men  as 
much  offence  as  injury  could  poffibly  do.  And 
.indeed,  as  long  as  envy  is  as  mifchievous  in  its 
attempts,  as  any  other  pahion;  it  cannot  but- 
happen,  that,  fometimes,  it  may  be  as  urifafc 
(in  refpetff  of  temporal  intereff)  to  be  eminently 
gocd,  as  eminently  evil. 

It  was  therefore  to  little  purpofe  that  Pilatfr' 
aliedged  our  bleffed  Saviour’s  innocence,  in  this' 
fuggeflion,  “Why,  what  evil  hath  he  done ?’* 
He  had  done  none:  but  that  was  his  offencbV 
Therefore  this  allegation  as  it  affronted  the 
rnriice  of  their  proceedings,  fo  it  the  mO^e  in¬ 
flamed-  it ;  making  them  cry  out  more  exceedingly ^ 
Crucify  Him. 

Elen  muff  have  fome  Virtue  themfelves,  in  order 
to  relifh  it  in  others.  Had'  our  bleffed  Lord  been 
criminal,  he  would  have  been  lefs  hated. by  bis 
accufers:  and  if  they  could  have  had  the  pleafure 
to  nnd  him  guilty  as  Baf  abbas,  he  might  have 
found  as  great  a  fh-are  of  their  favour.  But  his 
excellent  life,  as  well  as  do&rine,  had  been  a 
galling  reproach  to  their  hypocrify;  and  had 

juftly 
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Juftly  diminilhed  their  authority  among  the  peo¬ 
ple.  And  this  being  his  only  crime,  alledging  his 
integrity  was  the  fureft  means  to  render  their 
malice  abfolutely  implacable. 

Thus  Pilate  found  himfelf  defeated  of  his  end 
propofed;  which  was,  laving  his  prifoner:  yet  let 
us  obferve,  and  adore ;  let  us  obferve,  that  he 
doubly  ferved  the  propofed  ends  of  Providence  ; 
he  ferved  them,  both  by  his  attempt,  and  by  his 
difappointment  too. 

For  our  blefled  Redeemer  was  no-ways  folici- 
tous  for  the  faving  his., life:  that  was  already 
devoted  to  the  great  defign  of  human  falvation. 
But  he  valued  not  a  little  the  clearing  his  inno¬ 
cence  ;  for  that  was  of  as  great  importance  to 
the  fame  delign.  For  had  but  a  fmall  llain  been  > 
flung  on  his  character;  had  but  the  fufpicion  of 

• 

crimes  ftuck  on  him  unrefuted,  it  would  have 
been  of  a  confequence  unfpeakably  prejudicial  to 
the  manners  of  all  his  future  difciples.  The 
doer  of  falvation  was  fet  open  by  his  blood  in 
the  remiffion  of  fins ;  but  the  condition  of  falva¬ 
tion,  which  is  godlinefs,  men  were  to  copy  from 
his  example.  If  there  had  been  any  appearance 
of  evil  in  that  example,  chriflianity  mull;  have 
fuffered  extremely  by  it.  For  as  it  might  have 
been  looked  on  as  a  juft  fcandal  by  thofe  without 
the  church  ;  fo  would  it  have  been  laid  hold  on 
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as  an  invincible  argument  for  ioofenefs  of  life  bV 
thofe  that  were  within. 

As  therefore  the  Jews  had  prefaced  their  ar¬ 
raignment  with  this  general  charge,  “  If  Eld 
“  were  not  a  malefa&or,  we  would  not'  have 
“delivered  him  up  unto  thee;”  and  the  goo<i 
providence  of  God  was  concerned  that  the  com¬ 
mon  Redeemer  fhould  be  cleared  from  the- fcan- 
dal  of  fuch  a  charge;  fo  n©  method  more  effec¬ 
tual  to  that  purpofe  could  have  been  taken; 
than  that  which  offered  itfelf  in  this  transaction , 
He  was  cleared  by  his -judge,  convinced  from 
the  whole- procefs,  that  nothing  but  envy  began 
it;  nothing  but  malice  carried  it  on.  He  wag 
cleared  by  his  judge, .and  that  a  Arranger,  again  ft 
his  own  kindred;  and  an  idolater,  againit  the 
vorfhipers  of  God;  and,  ,  what  is  hill  more  par¬ 
ticular,  in  a  charge  of  treafon,  cleared  by  one, 

,  who  w'as  more  jealous  for  the  Roman  Ibvereignty, 
than  ever  the  Jews  could  poffibly  be  fuppofed.  to 
be.  So  thauif  the-fcene.of  liis  vindication  had 
lain  in  the  management  of  any  other  hands,, it 
could  never  have,  been  fo  unexceptionable,  and 
free  from  allfufpicion  of  collufion  and  partiality, 
as  it  now  evidently  appears  to  be,.. 

Thus,  as  the  propitiatory  lamb,  under  the  law, 
was-  fir  ft  to  be  infpeficd,  and  found  without 
Blcnujhy  and,,  then  to  be  facrificed;  fo  this 

Lamb 
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Lamb  of  God,  (as  that  typepre-figured)  was  firft 
tried ,  and  jujiified ,  and  then  offered  up  as  a 
worthy  propitiation  for  the  fins  of  the  whole' 
world.  Pilate  had  juft  fo  much  confcience,  as  to 
declare  him  innocent ;  and  juft  fo  little  courage, 
as  to  facrifice  that  innocence  to  the  popular  re- 
queft.  But  both  his  virtue,  and  his  vice,  were 
equally  fubfervient  to  the  bringing  that  to  pafs, 
which  God  Almighty  had  before  determined  to 
be  done.- 

Still  farther:  As  it  was  God  Almighty’s  de¬ 
cree,  that  the  Melliah,  in  the  fullnefs  of  time, 
ihould  offer  himfelf  to  death  for  the  fins  of  the 
people;  fo  it  is  worthy  our  obfervation,  that  the 
particular  death  he  died,  fo  circumftantiated  as 
it  was,  did  anfwer  the  propofed  ends  of  the  divine 
wifdom  in  fuch  a  manner-,  as  no  other  could  have 
done..  For,- 1  ft,  It  would  not  have  been  fuitable 
to  the  moft  gracious  undertaking  of  our  bleffed 
Lord,  to  have  p ailed  through  any  milder  kind  of 
death  ;  becaufe  part  of  the  atoning  virtue  of  his 
fufferings  arofe  both  from  the  bitter  anguiih,- 
and  deep  ignominy,  of  what’  he  buffered-.  2dly, 
Had  he  fallen  by  any  fudden  violence,  his  inno¬ 
cence  had.  been  deprived  of  that  public  attefta- 
tion,  which  it  now  enjoys.  3 dlyr.  Had  he  been 
taken  away  by  any  cafual  ftroke,  it  would  not 
have  appeared  to  the  world,  that  his  death  was 
voluntary,  and  the  deliberate  oblation  of  himfelf 
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fcr  our  £n$.  Athlv.  Had  he  dene  arc-  thing  ■  -  -  - 
than  was  dene  by  him,  to  procure  or  hatien  his 
death  ;  he  then  would  hare  faffered  in  a  circum- 
ftance  cot  to  be  imitated  by  good  men.  But, 
dying  as  he  did,  a  death  fo  painful  and  ignomi¬ 
nious,  to  £11  up  the  merits  of  it;  and  after  a 
mature  ttys’,  and  clear  absolution  as  to  any 
point  or  crime;  and  then  evidencing  2  voluntarv 
Oblation  of  himself,  by  not  ufing  any  kind  of 
means,  which.  Pie  could  have  made  ufe  of  for 
fcis  refeue  ;  and  all  this,  without  the  leas:  act  on 
Pis  part,  by  which  the  malice  of  his  enemies 
could  reafonahly  pretend  to  have  been  either 
provoked,  or  exasperated;  vre  fee,  here,  all 
circumstances  divinely  concerted  to  fhew  forth, 
in  his  precious  death  the  most  accomplished 
merit,  and  the  moft  excellent  example. 

And  nor.-,  if  we  reflect  on  the  Several  occur¬ 
rences  in  this  transaction,  what  ample  reason 
will  it  afford  us  to  break  out  into  the  Apofde’s 
exclamation,  “  O  the  depth  of  the  riches  both 
or  the  wisdom  and  knowledge  of  God  1”  How 
thoroughly  does  he  know  (and  what  wonder 
the  Almighty  1, laker  flsould  know?)  ail  the 
ip  rings  and  weights;  ail  the  motions  ana  ten¬ 
dencies  ;  ail  the  powers,  and  every  poiible  affec¬ 
tion,  of  his  own  work?  How  perfectly  knows 
he  the  Puli  three  of  every  object;  and  how  far, 
to  a  point,  it  can  act  on  every-  pafficn  of  man, 

in 
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in  proportion  to  its  prefent  ftate  and  meafure? 
and  this  being  known,  how  ealily,  by  the  foie 
management  of  opportunity,  makes  he  the  paf=- 
Eons  of  men  work  out  his  own  ends,  without 
determining  them,  in  the  lead,  in  what  they 
aft  ? 

For  though  Almighty  God  forms  good  out  of 
evil,  far  be  it  from  our  thought,  that  he 
ordains  that  evil  out  of  which  the  good  is  formed. 
Though  he  determined  that  our  bleiled  Lord 
fhould  die,  far  be  it  from  our  thought,  that  he 
determined  Judas  to  his  treachery ;  or  the  Jews 
to  their  envy ;  or  Pilate  to  his  unjuft  popularity; 
or  any  of  thofe  linful  aftions  which  concurred  to 
the  bringing  about  that  his  determined  death. 

Some,  indeed,  are  of  an  opinion,  that  when 
God  determines  an  end,  he  determines  alfo 
thofe  intermediate  afts,  which  contribute  to  the 
Production  of  it ;  being  appreheniive  that  the 
decrees  of  God  would  be  defealible,  if  depending 
on  the  aftions  of  man,  fuppofed  to  continue  a 
free-agent  in  them.  But  this  for  the  Divine 
Providence  is  too  fliallow  a  gage.  For  that  free- 
agency,  which  makes  the  myftery  to  us,  is  feen 
through  by  God,  when  not  by  the  man  himfelf. 
When  man  prefumes  himfelf  to  aft  freely,  God 
often  knows  that  he  afts  in  vaffalage  to  his  paf- 
fions ;  that  there  needs  no  determination  but 
his  natural  bent,  to  render  an  effeft  as  certain, 

as 
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as  fupernatural  impreffions  from  God  Almighty 
on  him  would  have  done. 

A  man  dwelling  on  the  mouth  of  a  river, 
now,  makes  ufe  of  the  ft  re  am  to  carry  his  mer¬ 
chandize  out  to  fea ;  and  at  another  time, 
makes  ufe  of  the  tide  for  importing  his  goods 
from  abroad:  but  in  what  lies  all  his  Ikill  ? 
Meerly  in  feizing  opportunity not  in  his  in¬ 
fluence  on  the  current  either  of  the  tide,  or  of 
the  ftream.  Thus,.  Almighty  God  never  in. 
fluences  the  current  of  man’s  finful  actions ;  but 
only  makes  ufe  of  them,,  as  they  run  in  their 
own  voluntary  courfe,  to-  bear  along  with  them 
the  blefled  events  of  his  own  holy  deligns. 

Can  we  form  a  more  feniible  idea  of  that 
myfterious  emblem  by  which  the  prophet  Ezekiel 
reprefents  the  providence,  of  God,  when  he  com¬ 
pares  it  to  a  wheel  within  a  wheel,  than  this? 
(viz.)  Nature  is  the  firft  wheel,  which  God  has 
fet  a-going  as  to  all  motions  that  are  regular: 
And  knowing  all  the  fprings  which  may  intro¬ 
duce  irregular  motions,.  His  particular  Provi - 
dence  is  the  fccond  wheel,  which  being  occa- 
ftonally  fet  within  the  firftr.  makes  ufe  of  it  to 
carry  the  courfe  of  things  to  the  point  of  his 
own  intentions.  The  wheel  of  particular  Pro¬ 
vidence  has  indeed  a  fpring  in  itfelf,  able  to 
check,  and  turn  that  of  Nature;  but  it  never 

does 
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Abes  turn  it  to  the  leail  motion  that  is  morally 
wrong. 

In  the  prefent  in  (lance,  thus  Hood  the  cafe. 
Natural  pravity,  improved  by  vicious  cuflom, 
made  it  natural  for  Judas,  as  a  vicious  man,  to- 
betray;  for  the.  Jews,  as  being  hypocrites,  to 
envy;  for  Pilate,  as  being  a  pufillanimous  Judge,, 
to  be  borne  down  by  the  clamours  of  the  Court.. 
And  thus  all  thei'e  criminal  inclinations  being 
purely  their  own;  Divine  Providence  only  pre- 
fented  the  opportunity  before  them;  which  being 
dene,  they  all  acted  as  naturally,  and  as  necef-- 
farily,  as  the  fparks  fly  upward. 

And  now,  who  can  recolledt  the  various  and 
peculiar  circumfcmces  of  Cbriflds  ”  death,  as 
above  reprefented,  and  not  evidently  difeern  the 
Divine  conduct  running  through  the  whole? 

And,  if  God  conducted  this  whole  tranfadlion,. 
our  religion  is  the  truth. 

God  Almighty,  in  his  great  mercy,  confirm- 
thofe  that  are  in  it,,  and  convert  the  reft! 
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MRS.  ROWE’s  FRIENDSHIP  IN  DEATH*. 

H  E  drift  of  thefe  letters  is,  to  imprefs  the 
notion  of  the  foul’s  immortality;  without 
which,  all  virtue  and  religion,  with  their  tempo¬ 
ral  and  eternal  good  confequences,  muft  fall  to 
the  ground. 

Some,  who  pretend  to  have  no  fcruples  about 
the  being  of  a  God,  have  yet  their  doubts  about 
their  own  eternal  exigence,  though  valuable  au¬ 
thors  abound  in  Chrijllan  and  Moral ProoJ s  of  it,. 

But  fince  no  means  fhouldbe  left  unattempted 
in  a  point  of  fuch  importance,  I  hope  endeavour¬ 
ing  to  make  the  mind  familiar  with  the  thoughts 
of  our  future  exigence,  and  contrail,  as  it  were 
*  Afcrihed  to  Dr.  Young  on  the  authority  of  the  writer  o£ 
Mrs.  P.owe’s  Life  in  the  Eiographia  Britannica, 
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unawares,  an  habitual  perfuafion  of  it,  by  wri¬ 
tings  built  on  that  foundation,  and  addrefled  to 
the  atfedtions  and  imagination,  will  not  be  impra- 
per,  either  as  a  dodtrine,  or  Amufement :  Amufe¬ 
ment ,  for  which  the  world  makes  by  far  the 
largeft  demand;  and  which,  generally  fpeaking, 
is  nothing  but  an  art  of  forgetting  that  immor¬ 
tality,  the  firm  belief  and  advantageous  contem¬ 
plation  of  which,  amufement  would  recom- 
mend*. 


0  E  D  I~ 


f  i«7  J- 


dedication 


PREFIXED  TO 


THE  LAST  DAY. 


T  O  T  H  E  O.U  E  E  N*- 


MADAM, 

Y  only  title  to  the  great  honour  I  now  do- 


"*■  myfelf,  is  the  obligation  I  have  formerly 
received  from  your  royal  indulgence  ;  which  I 
remember  with  the  utmoft  gratitude.  I  was- 
indeed  uneafy,  till  I  had  bethought  myfelf  of 
fome  means  of  relieving  my  heart  by  expreffing 
its  acknowledgements  :  my  inclination  carried- 
me  to  poetry,  your  virtues  determined  me  to* 
facred  poetry  above  all  other  ;  and  in  that,kind 
there  is  no  fubjedl  more  exalted  and  affe£ling_ 
than  this  which  I  have  chofen ;  its  very  firft. 
mention  fnatches  away  the  foul  to  the  borders  of- 
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eternity,  furrounds  it  with  wonders,  opens  to  it 
on  every  hand  the  moil  furprizing  fcenes  of  awe 
and  aftomfhnfent,  and  terminates  its  view  witlj 
nothing  lefs  than  the  fullnefs  of  glory,  and  the 
throne  of  God- 

But  this  may  feem  a  very  improper  feafon  for 
any  thing  of  fo  grave  and  folemn.  a  nature  to 
prefent  itfelf  before  you, -and  mingle  with  the 
gaity  and  fplendor  of  univerfal  joy  and  thankf- 
giving;  yet  if  we  conlider  that  the  thoughts 
which  you  will  meet  in  the  following  pages  are 
fuch  as  are  ever  uppermoft  in  your  own  heart, 
and  that,  in  all  probability,  thofe  great  bleffings 
which  your  people  now  enjoy,  are  the  reward  of 
that  religious  bent  of  mind  and  virtuous  difpo- 
Ikion  in  their  prince,  I  hope  that  may  ieem  lefs 
foreign  and  unfeafonabie,  which  is  the  root  of- 
the  felicity  now  fiourifhing  amongft  us,  andfhed- 
ding  its  ripened  fruits  on  our  land. 

They  are  Grangers  to  your  mnjcfly,  who 
think,  when  they  write  to  the  Britiih  throne, 
that  victories  and  triumphs  muft  be  their  con- 
flant  theme;  they  know  not  there  is  fomething 
you  hold  much  dearer  than  either  your  fortune 
or  your  glory ;  they  have  not  attended  to  your 
unbounded  charities  ;  they  have  not  heard  of 
your  royal  care  and  generofity  to  thofe  who 
ferve  at  the  holy  altar ;  they  never  fufficiently 
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admired  your  refolution  of  building  magnificently 
to  the  Lord,  and  fetting  wide  the  gates  of  fal- 
vation  ;  in  a  word,  they  are  ilill  to  be  informed, 
that. prudent  counfels  and  fuccefsful  arms,  well- 
ordered  Hates,  and. humbled  foes,  are  only  the 
iecond  glories  of  your  molt  illufirious  reign. 

It  is,  madam,  a  profpeft  truly  great,  to  be¬ 
hold  you  feated  on  your  throne,  furrounded  with 
your  faithful  counl'ellors  and  mighty  men  of 
-war,  ifiuing  forth  commands  to  your  own  people, 
or  giving  audience  to  the  great  princes  and  pow¬ 
erful  rulers  of  the  earth  :  but  why  fiiould  we 
•confine  your  glory  here  ?  I  am  pleafed  to  fee 
you  rife  from  this  lower  world,  foaring  above 
the  clouds,  palling  the  fir fl  and  fecond  heavens, 
leaving  the  fixt  liars  behind  you  ;  nor  will  I  lofe 
you  there,  but  keep  you  Hill  in  view  through 
the  boundlefs  fpaces  on  the  other  fide  of  crea¬ 
tion,  in  your  journey  towards  eternal  bli'fs,  -till 
I  behold  the  heaven  of  heavens  open,  and  angels 
receiving  and  conveying  you  Hill  onward  from 
the  llretch  of  my  imagination,  which  tires  in 
her  purfuit,  and  falls  back  again  to  the  earth. 

What  a  panegyrick  is  it  on  human  nature  to 
confider,  that  it  lhall  come  topafs  in  fome  future 
time,  through  which  the  thread  of  your  exif- 
teace  lhall  .  run,  that  you  yourfelf  may  forget 
this  glorious  year,  or  make  its  remembrance  only 

ferve 
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fierve  by  comparifon  to  recommend  fuperiour 
"honours,  and  more  fplendid  renown  ?  Let  us 
tremble  at  the  power  of  God,  and  adore  the 
the  profufion  -of  his  goodnefs  on  us  his  crea¬ 
tures !  We  behold  thee,  O  Queen!  great  in 
peace  and  war,  great  in  thy  alliance,  greater  in 
thy  felf !  we  fee  thee  bleffing  thy  people,  and 
compoling  the  ftrifes  of  Europe  ?  we  furvey 
thee  in  this  full  light,  this  blaze  of  fublunary 
greatnefs,  and  own  thy  glory  is  not  yet 
begun. 

Such  thoughts  might  appear  too  warm  and 

affefted  on  another  occalion  but  thev  are  fo 

* 

natural  to  him  who  prefen ts  fuch  a  theme  to 
fuch  a  queen,  that  they  are  not  without  violence 
to  be  fupprefled.  'When  at  your  royal  leifure 
you  turn  over  the  following  fheets,  if  you  find 
any  thing  that  encourages  virtue,  or  dif- 
heartens  vice,  let  it  intercede  for  pardon  of 
xny  many  defefts  and  errors. 

That  your  reign  may  be  as  pious  as  it  is 
glorious,  and  give  pofierity  as  many  infiances 
of  exemplary  virtue  and  religion,  as  it  will  of 
eminent  talents  and  extraordinary  capacities ; 
that  it  may  not  only  fhine  in  liifiory,  and  be 
great  in  the  annals  of  the  earth,  but  alfo  be  fet 
down  in  the  obfervation  of  angels,  and  with 
3  difiinguillied 


THE  LAST  DAY,  193 
>£iftinguiflied  chara&ers  be  written  in  the  book 
of  life,  to  give  joy  at  the  Great  Day  ;  is  the 
xonflant  prayer  of  him  who  is  (as  molt  par¬ 
ticularly  obliged  to  be) 

Your  MA  J  E  S  T  YJS 
Moil  humble 

And  molt  obedient  Subject 

EDWARD  YOUN  G, 
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VANQUISHED  LOVE,  A  TRAGEDY, 


TO  THE  COUXTESS  OF  SALISBURY. 


M  A  D  A  M, 

H  E  nature  of  my  fubjeCt  pointed  out  my* 


patronefs,  and  icarce  left  me  the  liberty  of 
a  choice.  I  hope  it  may  be  fome  excufe  for  my 
preiumption,  that  the  following  ftory  could  not 
have  been  read  without  thoughts  of  the  Coun- 
tefs  of  Salisbury,  though  it  had  been  dedicated  to 
another. 

Virtue  and  beauty" 'met  in  the  youthful  and 
high-born  Lady"  Jane  Gray,  in  a  wonderful  per¬ 
fection  ;  and,  as  their  nature  is,  they  mutually 
affifted  each  other.  Her  beauty  was  more  beau' 
tiful,  b'ecaufe  fne  was  virtuous  j  nor  am  I  afraid 


to 
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t©  fay,  on  the  other  hand,  that  her  religion  it- 
felf  admitted  of  advantage,  and  received  preva- 
lercy,  as  well  as  luftre,  from  the  elegance  of  her 
mien,  and  the  gracefulnefs  of  her  perfon.. 

Thofe  good  men  rather  wifli  well  to  -yirtue, 
than  underftand  her  true  interefi,  who  think 
too  flightly  of  what  is  agreeable  to  the  fight.  As 
long  as  we  have  paflions,  as  well  as  reafon,  we 
fliall  own  the  force  of  outward  appearances ;  by 
the  misfortune  of  humanity,  our  hearts  are  natu¬ 
rally  (hut  againft  that  which  is  only  good ;  but 
when  that  which  is  lovely  joins  with  it,  the  latter 
makes  intereft  with  our  fenfes  for  the  admiffion 
of  the  former,  and  the  former  calls  in  our  reafon 
to  embrace  the  latter;  and  thus  is  brought  about- 
a  happy  union  and  concurrence  of  the  whole 
perfon,  fo  miferably  divided  ufually,  and  at  va¬ 
riance  with  himfelf.  We  may  fix  our  eves  on  a 
fair  example  of  piety  to  an  utter  detection'  of 
our  \ices,  and  gaze  ouifelves  into  a  newnefs  of 
life. 


Hence  arifes  a  double  obligation' on  the  beau¬ 
tiful  to  be  good  ;  and  to  fee  the  charms  of  mind 
and  perfon  feparated,  becomes  a  too  juftoccafion 
of  our  concern.  To  behold  a  perfon  only  vir¬ 
tuous,  flirs  in  us  a  prudent  regret;  to  behold  a 
perfon  only  amiable  to  the  fight,  warms  us  with 
a  reIiSious  indignation  ;  but  to  turn  our  eyes  on 
.  Yol>  V1‘  K  a  Coun- 
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a  Countefs  of  Salifbury,  gives  us  pleafure  and 
improvement;  it  works  a  fort  of  miracle,  occa- 
fions  the  bias  of  our  nature  to  fall-off  from  fin, 
and  makes  our  very  fenjes  and  ciffettions  converts 
-to  religion,  and  promoters  of  our  duty. 

There  is  not  in  nature  a  more  glorious  feene 
than  he  enjoys,  who  by  accident  overfe'es  a  great 
and  young  and  beautiful  la-dy  in  her  clofet  of  de¬ 
motion,  inftead  of  gaiety,  and  noife,  and  throng, 
fo  natural  to  the  qualities  juft  mentioned ;  all  is 
folemn,  and  ft  lent,  and  private,  pious  medita¬ 
tion  has  carried  her  away  into  a  forgetfulnefs  of 
her  lovely  perfon,  which  no  one  but  herfelf  can 
forget !  All  her  exquifite  features  are  animated 
with  religion  in  fuch  a  manner,  as  to  make  any 
licentious  thought  in  the  beholder  impious  and 
-Clocking!  All  her  motions  and  poftures,  whole 
gracefulnefs  in  others  might  be  a  foundation 
for  pride,  and  be  thought  an  excufe  for  omillions 
in  duty,  are  full  of  humiliation  and  pious  ne- 
•glecft !  Thofe  eyes,  which  cannot  be  Ihewed  in 
publick  without  interrupting  the  bufinefs  of  the 
world,  fixing  thoufands  in  attention,  and  fuf- 
pending  the  purfuits  of  avarice  and  ambition, 
are  devoutly  raifed,  and  importunately  faftened 
on  an  invifible  objeft  ;  offering  holy  violence  for 
thofe  good  things ,  the  thoughts  of  wrhich  in  vul¬ 
gar  minds  keep  company,  for  the  moft  part, 

with 
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with  nothing  but  wrinkles,  grey-hairs,  and  in¬ 
firmity  !  What  a  radiant  glimpfe  of  heaven  is 
this  !  All  the  divine  and  ravilhing  appearahces 
which  are  formed  of  artgels  and  faints  in  glory, 
were  at  firft  fuggefted  to  the  mind  of  man  by 
fuch  a  fight. 

They  who  are  acquainted  with  the  character 
t>f  the  Lady  Jane,  will  not  look  on  this  as  fo¬ 
reign ;  they  that  are  not,  but  have  the  honour 
of  knowing  the  Countefs  of  Salifbury,  will  make 
another  fufficient  excufe  for  this  feeming  digref- 
fion  of, 

Madam, 

Your  moll  obedient 

and  moll  humble  fervant, 
EDWARD  YOUNG. 


K  3 
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DEDICATION 

PREFIXED  TO 

THE  PARAPHRASE  ON  JOB. 


TO  THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE 

THOMAS  LORD  PARKER, 
1ARON  OF  MACCLESFIELD. 
Lord  High  Chancellor  of  Great  Britain,  See. 


MY  LORD, 

HOUGH  I  have  not  the  honour  of  being 
known  to  your  lordfhip,  I  prefume  to  take 
a  privilege  which  men  of  retirement  are  apt  to 
think  themfelves  in  poffeffion  of,  as  being  the 
only  method  they  have  of  making  their  way  to 
perfons  of  your  Iordfhip’s  high  ffation  without 
flruggling  through  multitudes  for  accefs.  I  may 
poffibly  fail  in  nay  refpect  to  your  lordfhip,  even 
j  while 
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while  I  endeavour  to  fhew  it  moft ;  but,  if  I  err, 
it  is  becaufe  I  imagined  I  ought  not  to  make  my 
firft  approach  to  one  of  your  lordfhip’s  exalted 
character  with  lefs  ceremony  than  that  of  a  dedi¬ 
cation.  It  is  annexed  to  the  condition  of  eminent 
merit,  not  to  fuffer  more  from  the  malice  of  its 
enemies,  than  from  the  importunity  of  its  ad¬ 
mirers ;  and  perhaps  it  would  be  unjuft,  that 
your  lordfhip  ftiould  hope  to  be  exempted  from 
the  troubles,  when  you  poflefs  all  the  talents  of 
a  patron. 

I  have  here  a  fair  occalion  to  celebrate  thofe 
fublime  qualities,  of  which  a  whole  nation  is 
fenfible,  were  it  not  inconfiftent  with  the  defign 
of  my  prefent  application.  By  the  juft  difcharge 
of  your  great  employments,  your  lordfhip  may 
well  deferve  the  prayers  of  the  diftrefl'ed,  the 
thanks  of  your  country,  and  the  approbation  of 
your  royal  mafter :  this  indeed  is  a  reafon  why 
every  good  Briton  ftiould  applaud  your  lordfliip, 
but  it  is  equally  a  reafon  why  none  ftiould  dis¬ 
turb  you,  in  the  execution  of  your  important  af¬ 
fairs,  by  works  of  fancy  and  amufement.  I  was 
therefore  induced  to  make  this  addrefs  to  your 
lordfliip,  by  confidering  you  rather  in  the  amiable 
light  of  a  perfon  diftinguifhed  for  a  refined  tafte  of 
the  polite  arts,  and  the  candor  that  ufually  at¬ 
tends  it,  than  in  the  dignity  of  your  public  cha¬ 
racter. 


The 
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The  great nefs  and  fckmnitv  of  the  fubjedls 
treated  of  in  the  following  work,  cannot  fail  in 
force  meafure  to  recommend  it  to  a  perfon  who 
holds  in  the  utmoft  veneration  thofe  facred  books 
from  which  it  is  taken;  and  would  at  the  fame 
time  jultity  to  the  world  my  choice  ef  the  great 
name  prefixed  to  it,  could  I  be  allured  that  the 
undertaking  had  nGt  iuffered  in  my  hands.  Thu3 
much  I  think  myfelf  obliged  to  fay,  that  if  thi^ 
little  performance  had  not  been  very  indulgently 
fpoken-cf  by  fome  whofe  judgement  is  univerfally 
allowed  in  writings  of  this  nature,  I  had  not 
dar  ed  to  gratiiy  my  ambition  in  offering  it  to  your 
lordlhip.  I  am  fenfible  that  I  am  endeavouring 
to  excnfe  one  vanity  by  another ;  but  I  hope  I 
fhall  meet  with  pardon  for  it,  fince  inis  vifibly 
intended  to  fhew  the  great  fuhmifiicn  and  refpect 
with  which  I  am. 

My  Lord, 

Your  lordlhip’s  mod  obedient, 

and  moil  humble  fervant, 
EDWARD  YOUNG. 


■XiS’-l- 
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dedication 

PREFIXED  TO 

BUS  IRIS,  A  TRAGEDY- 


To  his  GRACE  the  DUKE  of  NEWCASTLE,- 
Lord  Chamberlain  of  his  Majefty’sHoufliold,&c.- 


:  m-y  lord,  ■ 

T  F  a  dedication  carries  in  its  nature  a  mark  of 
our  acknowledgment  and  efteem,  and  is  there 
muft  due  where  we  are  moft  obliged  ;  the  late 
inftances  I  received  of  your  Grace’s  undeferved 
and  uncommon  favour  in  an  affair  of  iome  con- 
fequence  (foreign  to  the  theatre)  has  taken  from 
me  the  privilege  of  chujing  a  Patron  ;  efpecially 
for  a  performance,  which  not  only  by  its  kind 
falls  immediately  under  your  grace’s  authority, 
K  4  but 
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but  which  likewife  by  its  good  fortune,  in  a  fea- 
fon  of  fome  danger  to  it,  received  from  your 
Grace’s  free  indulgence  its  life  and  fuccefs  orr 
the  ftage.  Thus  my  ambition  concurs  with  my 
duty;  and  it  is  my  happinefs  not  to  be  able  to 
gratify  the  impulfe  of  the  one,  without  obeying 
at  the  fame  time  the  dictates  of  the  other. 

Addrefles  of  this  nature,  through  a  grofs  abufe 
of  praife,  have  juftly  fallen  under  ridicule.  How 
pleafant  is  it,  to  hear  one  of  yefterday  compli¬ 
mented  on  his  illuftrious  anceflors  !  a  fordid 
perfon,  on  his  magnificence  !  an  illiterate  pre¬ 
tender,  on  his  fkiil  in  arts  and  fciences !  or  a 
wretch  contracted  with  felf-love,  on  his  diffufive 
benevolence  to  mankind!'  Yet  from  the  fre¬ 
quency  of  fuch  a  fhameful  proftitution  of  the  pea 
as  this,  one  advantage  refults ;  it  gives  the  grace 
of  novelty,  and  peculiarity  to  a  dedication,  that 
lhall  reclaim  panegyrick  from  its  guilt,  and  ref- 
cue  the  rate-mentioned  fubliroe  diftinCtions  of 
character  from  abfurdity  and  injuftice,  by  apply¬ 
ing  them  to  a  Duke  of  Newcafile.  It  is  a  kjnd 
of  compliment  paid  to  panegyrick  itfelf,  to  ufe  it 
on  fo  juft  an  occafion. 

It  is  letters,  my  Lord,  which  diftinguifli  one 
age  from  another ;  each  period  of  time  Urines  or 
is  caft  in  {hades,  as  they  flourish  or  decline  ;  and 

who- 
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who  knows  not  that  the  fate  of  letters  is  deter¬ 
mined  by  the  kind  or  cold  afpect  of  the  great? 
How  happy  then  is  the  prefent  time,  how  fair 
an  aflurance  has  it  of  being  exempted  from  the 
death  of  common  ages,  when  we  fee  the  politer 
arts  triumphing  in  the  care  and  encouragement 
of  one  who  has  made  an  early  and  regular  ac¬ 
quaintance  with  them  at  their  own  home ,  joining 
to  the  ample!!  fortune  the  qualifications  requifite 
(had  it  been  wanting)  to  acquire  and  deferve  it ! 
One,  who  in  the  flower  of  youth,  when  the  ima¬ 
gination  is  warmeft,  and  fit  for  fuch  a  province, 
prefides  over  the  labours  of  genius  and  fine  tafle, 
and  has  it  in  his  power  to  rival  thofe  he  is  pleafed 
to  patronife.  One,  in  a  word,  who,  covetous  of 
learning,  reaches  beyond  his  own  nation  for  new 
fupplies  of  it ;  who,  zealous  for  merit,  pays  ho¬ 
nours  to  its  very  allies  ;  and  whofe  being  an  ex¬ 
cellent  mailer  in  polite  letters  himfelf,  is  one  of 
the  fmaliell  proofs  he  has  given  of  his  ardent  love 
towards  them. 

But  I  cannot  turn  my  thought  that  way,  with¬ 
out  being  put  in  mind  of  the  imperfection  of  the 
following  fcenes.  I  own  they  have  many  faults, 
as  many  as  I  can  allow,  without  reflecting  on  the 
town  for-  the  countenance  they  have  received  : 
but  I  hope  they  have  merit  enough  to  entitle 
them  to  feme  lhare  of  your  grace’s  approbation, 

K  5 
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as  well  as  errors  enough  to  make  them  ftand  in 
need  of  all  your  protection.  The  continuance  of 
which  is  humbly  hoped  by, 

My  Lord, 

Your  Grace’s 

much  obliged, 

molt  obedient,  and 

moil  humble  Servant, 


EDWARD  YOUNG 


[  *°3  1 
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DEDICATION 

PREFIXED  TO 

THE  REVENGE,  A  TRAGEDY. 


TO  HIS  GRACE  THE  DUSE  OF  WHARTON, 


MY  LORD, 


w  ER  E  I  a  Ilranger  to  your  Grace,  I  Ihould 
not  be  afraid  to  folicit  your  patronage, 
fince  you  have  taken  the  politer  arts  into  your 
proteAion,  and  they  who  endeavour  to  excel  in 
them  are,  in  effedt,  making  their  court  to  you. 
Eut  I  can  plead  more  than  a  common  title  to 
this  honour.  Your  Grace  has  been  pleafed  to 
make  yourfelf  accefi'ory  to  the  following  fcenes, 
not  only  by  fuggefting  the  moll-beautiful  incident 
in  them,  but  by  making  all  poffible  provifion  for 
the  fuccefs  of  the  whole.  Your  great  delicacy  of 
talle  in  compoftiens  of  this  kind,  has  fo  affilied  : 
this,  ppemj  and  the  indulgence  of  your  nature'. 

K.  6  has 
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has  fo  endeavoured  to  Ihorten  the  great  diltancr 
between  your  Grace  and  its  author,  that  I  have 
been  fcarce  able  to  eonfider  you  in  any  other 
light,  than  as  one  entirely  devoted  to  thefe  Amufe- 
ments,  and  purfuing  the  fame  fludies  with  my- 
ielf. 

The  world,  which  is  large  in  your  praife9  of 
another  nature,  will  be  lurprized  to  hear  me  fpeak 
of  your  Grace  in  this  manner.  They  talk  of 
one  abounding  In  all  the  grace  and  power  of 
public  eloquence,  and  eminently  furniflied  with 
rhofe  particular  talents,,  which  qualify  for  fhining 
in  the  higheft  ftations,  and  influencing  the  natio¬ 
nal  welfare:  of  one,  who  made  a  name  in  fenates 
in  his  minority;  and  who  now,  at  an  age  which 
in  fome  well-conftituted  Hates  would  exclude  him 
their  grand  council,  has  frnifhed  a  reputation  in 
that  of  Great  Britain;  and  gained  thoi'e  for  his 
greateft  admirers,  who  are  themfelves  moil  ad¬ 
mired  there:  one,  who,  through  this  whole  me¬ 
morable  fefiion,  has  afted  in  the  ipirit  of  a 
Regulus,  vigoroufly  oppofing  meafures  in  which 
he  might  have  found  his  private  advantage,  and 
exerting  the  nobleft  indignation  and  contempt 
for  thofe,  who,  like  the  old  Carthaginians,  were 
equally  famous  for  their  riches,  and  their  faith  r 
one  who,  if  he  advances  in  proportion  to  his  firft 
degree  of  glory,  fhall  not  thank  poflerity  for 
ranking  him  with  the  moll  celebrated  this  nation 

hat 
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has  produced,  though  his  great  father  be  in  the 
aumber  of  them. 

His  country  may  with  pleafure  reflect,  that 
when  he  has  any  thing  of  moment  in  his  view, 
there  is  nothing,  which  can  either  break  his 
refolution,  tire  his  activity,  or  limit  his  expence. 
His  fpirit  increafes  on  refinance ;  and,  like  a 
great  flame,  it  burns  the  flronger,  and  Urines  the 
brighter,  in  proportion  to  the  violence  of  the 
florin  that  offends  it.  In  the  prefent  troubled 
ftate  of  affairs,  in  which  the  nation  fLinfluates, 
how  has  he  ftrove  againft  the  power  of  wind  and 
tide  to  aflift  her  into  harbour;  while  fome  have 
endeavoured  to  tear  her  to  pieces,  in  order  to 
provide  for  their  private  fafety,  and  fwim  afhore 
on  her  ruins  ? 

Thus  fpeaks  the  world.  I,  my  Lord,  whofe 
knowledge  of  your  Grace  lies  more  in  private 
life,  can  tell  them,  in  return,  of  one  who  can 
animate  his  country  retirement  with  a  kind  of 
pleafures,  fometimes  unknown  to  perfons  of  dif- 
tin&ion  in  that  fcene  :  who  can  divide  the  longeft 
day  into  a  variety  of  polite  and  ufeful  ftudies, 
and  appoint  the  great'  men  of  antiquity  their 
ftated  hours,  to  receive  (if  I  may  fo  fpeak)  their 
audience  of  him :  who  is  an  excellent  mafler  of 
their  hiflory  in  particular;  and,  obferving  how 
Nature  in  a  courfe  of  years  is  apt  to  come  round 

again 
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again,  and  tread  in  her  own  footfteps,  has  a 
happinefs  in  applying  the  faCts  or  characters  of 
ancient  to  modern  times ;  which  requires  a  beau¬ 
tiful  mixture  of  learning  and  genius;  and  a  mind 
equally  knowing  in  books  and  men  :  who  can 
carry  from  his  ftudies  fuch  a  life  into  converfa- 
tion,  that  wine  feems  only  an  interruption  of- 
wit:  who  has  as  many  fubjeCts  to  talk  of,  as  pro¬ 
per  matter  on  tliofe  fubje&s,  as  much  wit  to 
adorn  that  matter,  and  as  many  languages  to 
produce  it  fo  adorned,  as  any  of  the  age  in 
which  he  lives.  And  yet  fo  fweet  his  difpofition, 
that  no  one  ever  wiflied  his  abilities  lefs,  but 
fuch  as  flattered  themfelves  with  the  hope  of 
fliining  when  near  him. 

But  there  are  ftill  fuperior. qualities,  which. 
I  am  obliged  to  remember,  as  is  the  fociety  to 
which  I  belong,  and  to  return  him  our  thanks  for 
his  late  donation  to  it:  which  is  fo- noble,  that 
it  had  lain  us  under  the  greateft  obligation, 
though  it  had  been  from  another  ;  though  it 
had  been  from  one,  whofe  quality  and  character 
would  have  made  a  far  lefs  addition  to  it ;  and 
who  had  not,  by  the.moft  graceful  and  engaging 
manner  of  conferring  it,  more  than  doubled  its 
value.  As  for  my  own  particular  obligations  to 
him,  I  A: all  net  endeavour  to  exprefs  myfelf  in 
words ;  but  beg  leave  to  refer  him  to  the  whole 
future  courfe  of  my  life  for  my  fenfe  of  them. 
My  prefent  fortune  is  his.  bounty,  and  my  future 
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his  care;  which,  I  will  venture  to  fay,  will  be 
always  remembered  to  his  honour,  fince  he,  I 
know,  intended  his  generality  as  an  encourage¬ 
ment  to  merit,  though  (through  his  very  par¬ 
donable  partiality  to  one  who  bears  him  fo  fin- 
cere  a  duty  and  refpeft)  I  happen  to  receive  the' 
benefit  of  it. 

They  who  are  acquainted  with  your  Grace, 
will  be  of  opinion,  that  I  make  your  goodnefs 
but  an  ill  return  by  the  liberty  I  now  take.  But 
though  it  be  true,  that  they  who  merit  praife 
moft,  affeid  it  lead;  it  is  alfo  true,  that  to  com¬ 
mend  what  is  excellent  is  a  debt  we  owe  the 
publick.  In  regard  to  which,  how  ill  foever  you 
may  relilh  it,  I  have  made  no  fcruple  to  ufe  you 
as  you  deferve:  and  my  comfort  is,  I  can  take 
refuge  in  your  lordlhip’s  own  example,  for  pre¬ 
ferring  the  publick  before  you.- 

But,  if  you  are  dill  diflatisfied,  I  {ball  only  fay, 
it  is  hard  that  your  Grace  drould  join  with  your 
enemies,  (who  will  equally  diflike  it)  againd  me. 
For  enemies,  my  Lord,  you  have  ;  nor  am  I 
forry  for  it.  All  Brining  accomplifnments  will  be 
for  ever  either  loved  or  envied;  and  next  to  the 
perfon  who  pays  you  his  elleem,  he  bears  the 
bed  tedimony  to  the  fuperiority  of  your  charac¬ 
ter,  who  hates  you  for  it.  I  give  you  joy  of  thofe 
foes  your  great  qualities  have  made.  And  I  con¬ 
gratulate  you  in  a  particular  manner,  that  they 
1  are 
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are  the  moft  inveterate  to  your  Grace,  whom 
your  country  purfues  with  her  greateft  diflike. 
It  is  no  refle&ion  on  thofe  who  with  you  beft, 
to  fay,  they  will  hardly  be  able  to  contribute 
more  to  your  glory. 

I  am. 

My  Lord, 

Your  Grace’s  moft  dutiful, 

/ 

and  moft  humble  fervant, 

June  27,  1722. 

EDWARDJOUNG. 
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SOME 

THOUGHTS 

ON  READING  MR.  YOUNG ’s  POEM 

ON  THE  LAST  DAYr 

InaLETTERto  Mrs.  Rowe. 

By - . 


M  A  D  A  M,  A — k,  Aug .  2$,  I  7  i  ff. 

rjpHERE  are  fweet  feafons  when  the  mind  puts  oit 
More  ferious  thoughts, '  and  loves  tu  be  alone  j 
Cblle&s  herfelf;  and  proves  the  happy  mean 
’Twixt  gloom  and  laughter,  vanity  and  fpleen  ; 
Calls  in  her  faliant  airs ;  abates  her  fires ;  j 

Leaves  to  the  unthinking  herd  their  vain  defires ; 
Looks  round,  andfmiles,  and  fighs,  and  foretires: 
Retires  ;  but  where  ?  for,  in  fuch  hours  as  thefe, 
*Tis  not  mere  funfhine,  or  mere  fhade,  can  pleafe  : 
Too  fad  the  grotto,  and  too  vain  the  day  ; 

The  night  too  gloomy,  and  the  fun  too  gay. 

Where- 
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Where  can  a  foul  retire  ?  what  refuge  find 
Too  fuit  fuch  delicacy  of  the  mind  ? 

Kind  heaven  has  blefs’d  me  with  a  dear  retreat* 
Too  tender  for defcription,. yet  too  great; 

So  foft  the  (hade*  fo  reverend  the  grove. 

One  imili  be  all  religion,  or  all  love. 

Here  bending  alders  bending  alders  greet  ; 
Obfequious'branches  mingle,  as  they  meet : 
Emblems  of  rarer  friendfhip,  how  they’re  twin’i^. 
Whom  focial  bloom  or  focial  fufferings  bind. 
Maugre  autumnal  blafts  and  winter  llorms, 

They  grow,  and  flourifii  in  each  others  arms  : 

So  firm  th’  alliance,  and  th’  embrace  fo  true  ; 

The  ftroke  that  parts  them,  mud  deltroy  them  too  : 
While,  gently,  the  young  curling  tendrels  play ; 
Whifpcr,  and  nod,  and  beckon  all  the  day. 

’Tis  here  a  folemn  arch  corrects  the  rays  ; 

Fends  off  the  gaudy  luftre  :  and  allays*  > 

And  fiveetly  tempers  the  fierce  noon-day  blaze.  J 
Such  (hades,  methinks,  e’en  confecrate  the  ground^ 
And. call  an  awful  fandtity  around  : 

Only  fair  points  of  virgin-light  appear, 

Like  fparkling  diamonds  glittering  every  where,. 
Shedding  their  milder  glories  down — But  day, 
Where  am  I  rov’d  ?  I  only  meant  to  fay  : 

Here  I  read  Young  ;  and  thought  on  the  laJI  day. 
Thofe  hours,  good  God  !  thofe  lad  important  hours 
Shoot  to  my  heart,  and  rally  all  my  powers : 

Hope; 
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Hope,  fear,  doubt,  joy,  dread,  longing,  andfurprize, 
Terror  and  gladnefs  all  at  once  arife  ; 

And  with  joint  force,  like  blending  torrents  roll, 
And  deluge  ev’ry  region  of  the  foul : 

Rocks  rending,  roaring  oceans,  fhrieking  fears, 
Thunders,  and  burfting  tombs,  and  (battering 
fpheres. 

Groans,  noife,  and  ratling  clangors,  flun  my  ears. 

I  fee  th*  eflablifli’d  hills  about  me  quake  : 

I  feel  earth’s  fundamental  pillars  flrake  : 

’Tis  all  diffolving  ;  all,  in  flux,  around. 

Looks  hideous :  rending  earth-quakes  tear  the 
ground. 

The  frightful  (hock  in  Britain  firA  began ; 

And  rent,  through  all  the  kingdoms,  to  Japan  t 
Clave  through  the  tottering  Alps ;  and,  as  it  goes. 
Whole  chains  of  mountains  at  a  run  o’erthrows. 

I  fee  pale  Nature,  in  her  lafl  diftrefs. 

Dying  amidft  the  wreck  of  a  diffolving  univerfe. 

Two  mighty  angels,  clad  in  white  array, 

Juft  now  commiffton’d  to  prepare  the  way 
For  the  defcenaing  triumph,  fwiftly  fly ; 

Tear  down  the  gaudy  hangings  of  the  fey, 

Which  full  fix  thoufand  years  the  heaven  bore. 

But  now  they  muff  adorn  the  earth  no  more. 

.  Through  the  wide  fiflure  fuch  new  glories  fhone, 
As  drown’d  the  feeble  luflre  of  the  fun. 

A  Ipacious  chafm,  as  heaven’s  grand  entrance  wide? 
With  two  vaft  folding-doors  on  either  fide, 

Flew 
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Flew  open  nine  degrees,  full  Zenith  high, 

While  both  archangels  with  each  other  vie  ; 

And  each,  with  crackling  noife,  folds  back  the  Iky. 
Lord  !  what  a  tide  of  fearful  glory  roll’d  ! 

Burning  and  fierce,  like  feas  of  melted  gold  j 
Pouring,  at  once,  upon  my  feeble  fight 
Rivers  of  joy  and  cataracts  of  light.. 

Yetthefweet  ftreamingfplendor,  ifiuing  thence, 
Strengthen’d  and  clarify’d  my  vifive  fenfe. 

J  dar’d  to  gaze  ;  once  more  I  gaz’d,  and  faw 
Heaven’s  advance-guard  their  burning  fabres  draw. 
Twelve  legions^  thefe  :  behind  them  myriads  more 
Soft  vehicles  of  brilliant  tether  wore  ; 

Not. arm’d  for  battle  now  :  no  burnifh’d  helms 
Call  horrid  gleams  in  thefe  triumphant  realms  : 
But  all,  like  joyous,  vidtors,  wav’d  their  never- 
fading  palms.. 

Chariots  of  Hate,  in  endlefs  order,  Hand 
All  ready  harnefs’d,  waiting  the  command  ; 

Each  but  one  fingle  gem,  by  art  divine 
Polilh’d  and  form’d  ;  how  exquifite  they  Ihine  ? 
Beams  fhoot  through  beams  ;  and  eroding  rays  with 
rays 

Blend  fubtly,  and  reflett  a  various  blaze. 
Dominions,  powers,  and  chiefs,  fate  next  the 
throne, 

Robe’d  for  the  day,  with  all  their  cor’nets  on 
Waiting  the  fignal  too,  and  longing  to  be  gone 

Hark  1 
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Hark!  the  glad  trumpet  founds :  th’  eternal  King  ’ 
Bids  every  faint  touch  every  tender  firing; 

And  all  the  harmonious  feraphs  foft  recorders  ling. 
Anon  a  full-blown  clarion  fwells  the  found ; 

While  fironger  levets  from  the  hills  rebound, 

And  bolder  martial  airs  the  fofter  mulic  drown’d. 
Shouting,  the  armies  move  in  dread  array  : 

A  God  !  a  God !  ye  lightnings,  clear  the  way  ; 

And  grace  the  immenfe  tranfan&ions  of  the  day. 
He  comes :  but,  oh  !  his  beams  are  too  intenfe :  ' 
Th’  unfufferable  Glories  drown  my  fenfe  . 

In  floods  of  overpowering  excellence. 

’Tis  all  unfpeakable  :  no  more  I  dare: 

I  flop  my  faultering  lame  defcription  there  • 

Nor  dare  to  utter  what  I  cannot  bear. 

Even  Young  himfelf  recoils,  and  dreads  to  view 
Th’  amazing  fcene,  he  promis’d  to  purfue. 

He  felt  its  arduous  labour,  as  he  wrought; 

And  fweats  fometimes  with  a  mereflrefs  of  thought. 
Jealous  he  aims,  and  cautioufly  afpires. 

Till,  loaded  with  the  ponderous  theme,  he  tires ; 
And  almoft  owns  the  images  too  ftrong, 

And  fliows  he  could  not  bear  a  rapture  long  : 

So  ftruggles  a  young  prophet,  fo  oppreft. 

When  the  firft  infpiration  fills  his  breaft ; 

So  trembles  at  the  unknown  extafy, 

And  flarts  at  the  firft-movings  of  the  Deity: 
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While  the  old  feer,  us’d  to  fuch  llrong  delight, 
Can  bear  tranfporting  vifions  all  the  night. 

Not  fo,  as  yet,  our  bard  ;  but,  bold  and  wife, 
High  as  ’twas  fafe  to  fall  he  dar’d  to  rife ; 

If  a  llrong  impulfe  threats  the  poet’s  brains. 

How  feas’nably  he  checks  the  obedient  reins ! 

The  llaggering  mufe  he  mercifully  unloads, 

And  gently  breathes  her  in  cool  epifodes ; 

Turns  from  the  o’erpowering  vigour  of  the  plan, 
To  gaze,  where  fafe  enough  he  might,  on  Anne* 
So  men,  when  dazzled  with  too  keen  a  light, 

By  turning  to  a  cloud,  preferve  their  fight. 

He  knew,  when  thoughts  are  moderately  worn, 
And  the  poetick  fire  is  loth  to  burn, 

The  advantage  of  digreffion,  and  return  : 

That  when  the  fickening  rhapfodies  decline, 

He  yet  might  feem  to  check  them  by  defign. 

Half  the  laft  trump  th’  adventrous  bard  reveals, 
But  then  the  angel  prudently  conceals  : 

For,  if  he  lavifh’d  here,  where  fiiould  he  find 
Splendor  enough  for  all  the  pomp  behind. 

Like  a  wife  mailer  in  thefe  thrifty  arts, 

He  breaks  his  labour  into  various  parts  : 

Well  knows,  and  handfomely  avoids  the  pain 
Of  driving-on  in  an  unbroken  llrain. 

O 

The  privilege  of  beginning  faves  the  fenfe, 

Helps  on  the  work,  yet  lelfens  the  expence  : 

We  don’t  expeft  a  preface  llrould  furpize, 

Cantoes,  like  bells,  mull  have  their  time  to  rife; 

Tune 
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Tune  brifkly  on  a  little  while,  and,  then, 

-As  peals  are  us’d  to  do,  ceafe  down  again. 

Two  noble  columns  glorioufly  furprize, 

As  feraphs  well  could  paint,  or  Gabriel  rife. 

Here  ’tis  the  poet  burns  with  heavenly  fire  ; 

And  here  Urania  did  indeed  infpire. 

•Here  the  bleft  maid  did  generoufly  impart 
The  ftrength  of  genius,  and  the  blaze  of  art ; 
When  he  unfurls  the  flag,  fhe  ftill  was  there ; 

And  wav’d  the  chriftian  banner  in  the  air. 

She  (heavens!  ’twas  fire)  that  vigorous  colour  fhed. 
And  dy’d  the  dreadful  ftandard  with  fo  ftrong  a  red ; 
She  ting’d  the  bleeding  crofs  that  pours  a  ftain, 

“  Where-e’er  it  floats,  on  earth,  or  air,  or  main : 

“  That  flufh’d  the  hills,  that  fet  on  fire  the  wood, 
M  And  turn’d  the  deep-dy’d  ocean  into  blood. 

“  Oh  formidable  glory  !  dreadful  bright  ■  -- 
O  flay,  Urania,  flay  thy  hafty  flight; 

Nor  leave  the  bard  fo  foon - alas !  ’tis  o’er  : 

He  fwoons,  he  dies,  and  can  fuftain  no  more. 

The  goddefs  was  refolv’d,  for  once,  to  fee 
If  he  could  bear  the  whole  divinity  : 

She  tries,  and  finds  a  moment  more  was  death  ; 

So  kindly  leaves  him  to  recover  breath  : 

In  pity  to  her  votary  file  flies ; 

He,  trembling  ftill  ’twixt  joy  and  terror,  ciics, 

’Tis  more  than  mere  mortality  can  bear:. 

Then,  calm  and  undifturb’d,  concludes  in  prayer. 

Tir’d 
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Tir’d  with  his  glorious  toil,  he  leaves  the  ftage, 

A  warning  to  the  poets  of  the  age, 

That  none  may  facrifice  his  mule,  in  vain, 

To  what  no  fingle  genius  can  fuftain. 

But  if  you  build  an  epic,  that  {hall  laft 
Home  to  the  awful  trumpet’s  rifingblaft; 

Whofe  period  {hall  the  forewarn’d  judgement  bring; 
And  perifh,  only,  in  the  flames  you  fing  ; 

That  the  laft  ages,  as  they  read  in  you 
Nature’s  laft  agonies,  may  fee  them  too: 

“  Mingle  your  different  glories  in  the  effay, 

Unite  your  labours,  and  divide  the  day.” 

Great  Addifon,  affift  the  vaft  delign, 

And  in  unrival’d  numbers  ftng  the  time, 

"When  rocks  {hall  melt,  and  boiling  fea  {hall  roar,') 
The  glories  of  thy  own  campaign  be  o’er  :  l 

And  Blenheim’s  {lately  doom  {hall  be  no  more.  J 
Be  it  thy  peculiar  labour  to  prepare 
The  grand  tribunal,  blazing  in  the  air: 

Defcribe  the  incarnate  God,  enthron’d  above; 

The  flalhings  of  his  wrath,  and  beamings  of  his  love, 
When  he  {hews  round  the  token  of  his  wounds, 
How  fweet  he  fmiles,  how  awfully- he  frowns  ; 

Tell  how  he  fliines  propitious  on  the  good, 

The  travel  of  his  foul,  the  purchafe  of  his  blood. 

Say  how  they  joy,  and  glory  in  his  fight. 

Balk  in  his  beams,  and  glitter  in  his  light : 

How  tothe  {hivering  croud  at  length  he  turns, 

His  eye-balls  gliften,  and  old  Tophet  burns. 

Standen, 
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Standen,  with  charming  airs,  and  lovely  grace, 
Juft  in  his  thoughts,  and  happy  in  addrefs, 

Shall  greet  the  riling  faints  ;  and  fweetlv  ling. 

How  well- rewarded  martyrs  hail  their  King; 
Range  all  the  thrones  in  regular  array  ; 

And  aid' the  ceremonies  of  the  day. 

Watts  has  a  foul  elaborately  wrought, 

Command  of  dittion,  and  a  flow  of  thought  : 

With  eafe  he  kindles  love,  or  flafhes  fire, 

And  leads  our  paffions  captive  to  his  lyre. 

He  weeps  ;  and,  but  too  well,  we  feel  his  woe  ; 
Whi'e  tears,  like  his  own  mournful  numbers,  flow* 
Joy,  like  a  iudden  trance,  flies  through  his  ftrains, 
Plays  round  our  heart,  and  fprings  through  all  our 
veins : 

Then  to  grave  allemandshe  forms  his  voice  ; 

And  judgement  is  the  theme  ;  we  ftill  rejoice  ; 

But,  oh  !  like  his  own  confecrated  firings, 

Rejoice  with  trembling,  as  the  poet  fings. 

Silence,  thou  noify  world  :  your  cares  lufpend ; 

A  while,  ye  bufy  fons  of  men,  attend. 

Solemn  and  dreadful,  as  the  Angel  lwore, 

Hark!  Watts  proclaims,  that  time  fhall  be  no  more 
Hear  his  prophetic  lines  your  doom  foretell, 

And  fentence  the  whole  world  to  heaven  or  hell. 
And,  oh  !  what  joys  muft  aeftuate  in  their  breaft. 
Whom  Chrift  the  righteous  Judge  pronounces  bieft! 
Vol.  VI.  L  But 
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But  at  the  word  depart  (tormenting  found  ! 

Hell!)  what  a  doletul  groan  will  bellow  all  around 
Watts  would  defcribe  ihe  rapture  and  defpair; 
And  tell  what  Ihouts,  and  fhrieks,  will  echo  there, 
Could  he  fudain,  or  feafonably  control, 

Th’  impatient  l'allies  of  his  panting  foul. 

But  when  he  lees  the  faints,  and  views  the  throne, 
And  fpeaks  of  joys  fo  great  that  awe  his  own, 

Fir’d  at  the  thought,  he’d  burft  the  feeble  clay, 
Rulh  through  the  tottering  walls,  and  fly  away. 

Bowden,  our  eyes  are  fixt  on  you  :  be  kind, 
Relieve  the  reverend  prophet’s  rapturous  mind. 

“  He  lhould,  you  know,  be  cautious  ;  and  not  ufe 
“To  tranfports,  fo  intenfely  rais’d,  a  Mule.” 
Succeed  him  in  his  thoughts  ;  and  let  us  fee 
How  he  would  ling,  had  he  but  drength  like  thee. 
True  :  .while  you  Ihew  how  his  vail  genius  Ihone, 
(’Tis  all  the  pain  you’ll  feel)  you’ll  ihow  your  own. 
So  Raphael  leaves,  perhaps,  at  his  deceafe. 
Sketches  of  his  intended  mader-piece  r 
In  broken  'hints  the  wild  ideas  lie, 

Fird  darts  of  fancy,  and  fcarce  reach  the  eye. 
Kneller,  with  generous  indignation  fir’d, 

So  great  eifay  diould  be  no  more  admir’d, 

.Draws  out,  methinks,  the  wondrous  thoughts  to 
view  ; 

And  unawares  paints  his  own  glory  too. 
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Thus  equal  pencils  fhare  the  vaft  delign  : 

Raphael  and  Kneller  in  one  tablet  Ihine. 

The  glories  of  transfigur'd  faints  above, 

Their  joyous  anthems  in  th’  harmonious  grove, 

Their  nniih’d  beauties  and  confummate  love, 

7  «/ 

Demand  the  foft  defcription  of  the  fair, 

A  nicer  touch,  and  a  more  tender  air. 

Will  Philomela  the  glad  talk  purfue  ? 

This  dear  delightful  part  remains  for  you. 

What  though  the  lidening  nymphs  and  lickening 
fwains 

Mud  hear  no  more  your  overcoming  drains 
Glide  gently  o’er  the  meads,  or  echo  thro’ the  plains : 
What !  though  unhappy  Damon  grieves  you  fwore 
To  think  of  Hymen  and  of  Love  no  more  : 

Yet  lead  them  to  thofe  happy  worlds  on  high. 
Where  youth  dill  blooms,  and  lovers  never  die  ; 
Where  none  (dear  date  )  a  fruit lefs  pallion  mourn ;  ' 
But  all,  with  fympathetic  ardor,  burn  ; 

And  floods  of  love  have  oceans  in  return : 

J' 

Raptures  their  endlefs  centuries  employ  ; 

And  the  true  God  of  Love  infpires  their  joy. 

Here,  to  one  point  we  mud  direft  our  rays  ; 

Or  elfe  the  languid  taper  will  not  blaze: 

There  more  diflulive  frienddiip  melts  the  foul. 

And  a  true  catholick  pallion  nobly  gralps  the  whole. 

There,  at  the  head  of  fome  feraphic  choir, 
Didinguifli’d  well  by  a  more  tuneful  lyre, 
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DilTolv’d  in  praifes  fits  harmonious  Rowe, 

(Rcwe!  more  than  half  a  feraph  here  below  !) 

Yet,  at  the  ciofe  of  every  heavenly  {train, 

Willies,  and  looks,  and  does  almoil  complain, 

“  One  fweet  melodious  voice  is  wanting  yet ; 

Haile,  Philomela,  make  our  joys  compleat.” 

Oh  !  no  ;  you’ve  worlds  of  angels ;  we  but  one: 
And  what  will  earth  be  worth  wrhen  that  is  gone  ? 

Come,  all  ye  fhepherds,  who  have  often  hung 
With  vail  attention  on  her  tender  fong, 

Now  liften  to  her  more  exalted  themes 

Than  fporting  lambs,  or  pretty  purling  fireams ; 

“  Unfeign’d  Elyfiums,  real  extafies, 

“  A  heaven  fhe  every  day  in  vifion  fees : 

“  How  fouls  through  groves  of  living  pleafure  rove, 
“  Plow  minds  enjoy,  or  living  fpirits  love,” 

Are  now  her  favourite  thoughts  :  but,  if  ihe  pleafe* 
The  anger  of  the  Lamb,  his  burning  jealoufies, 

She  knows  to  fing,  and,  with  a  godlike  ire, 

Can  fet  the  unbelieving  world  on  fire. 

Yes  (hear,  O  earth!)  already,  though  unknown, 
The  dreadful  conflagration  is  begun  : 

Unfeen,  like  lamps  amongft  the  filent  urns, 

Yet  fierce,  as  fubterranean  fires,  it  burns. 

Sappho  or  Pindar,  thus,  tune  every  fong, 

Sweet  Zephyrs  breathe,  or  thunders  roll  along, 
Like  rnufic  foft,  or  like  a  trumpet  flrong. 
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Oh  !  could  I,  like  her  guardian  angel,  fee 
Thofe  archives  of  infpir’d  poefy, 

Which  only  in  their  native  cabinet  fliine, 

As  eaftern  gems  in  an  unplunder’d  mine  ! 

(But  ah  !  ’twas  always  thy  unhappy  fate, 

Ambitious  man,  to  aim  at  what’s  too  great.) 

And  yet,  oh  !  could  I,  only  now  and  then, 

Juft  tafte,  and  thankfully  return  again 
A  morning  rapture,  or  an  evening  ode, 

(Fragrant  thanklgivings  to  her  Saviour-God!) 

Then  fliould  I  own,  for  all  my  evils  paft, 

Kind  Heaven  had  well  rewarded  me  at  laft. 

Though  ’tis  not  eafy,  yet  we  muft  forego 
Th’  enjoyments  we  are  never  born  to  know. 

Yet  this  a  glorious  recompence  would  prove : 
Inftructed  thus,  I’d  learn  to  live  above;  * 

And,  by  degrees,  wear  off  the  pangs  of  meaner  love.^ 
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